Rock Bottom 

I can only sustain life through the roots of experiment. All the experiments 
boil down to piling things up and knocking them down, binding them 
together and splitting them apart. Those two principles are ridiculously 
simple. But it’s the when and how, impinging on all - animal, vegetable, 
mineral, elemental, pure energy, that breeds myriad mysterious diversity. 
Stockpile and demolition, fusion and fission, forever catalyse, reflect, 
retrain, counterbalance. And every time my mind, so-called, concerns itself 
with action - applies itself, or is applied to anything ostensibly exterior, it 
can always be sure of hitting one of those four bull’s-eyes of effect, but 
never of determining which one. And even when there is a coincidence, it 
may always be cancelled out by the next link in the great chain reaction, 
unbroken by eternity. 

Put it this way (and let’s be pragmatic): There has been a relationship split, 
and I have been suspended by my faculty because my research has 
unearthed areas of danger. So fission and restraint, each in a separate area 
of my jolly compartmentalised life, have been confronted in time. For so 
long their insulation seemed so steadfast; now the walls are cracking, the 
sparks and fumes are rising, pungent and ugly. Now stresses coagulate, to 
lash me with a cocktail of pain. Then, though their fission, through their 
fusion causing their fission, they threaten to explode - and I am poised to 
implode for a refuge. 

That bitch, and that professor, disparate and ignorant of each other, have 
pushed me to an air lock, between the ECT observation room and death row. 
With contrary motivations, both half-blind, they pumped a totality of 
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impulses through my system, paralysed me, shrivelled me, carbonised me - 
restored me to a state of raw material, shovelled and caked me, together with 
my ilk from the darkest seams. They processed me, pulsed me through the 
dials and grids. Now, raring at a switch, I ache to convulse anew. 

All in all, I’m going to sort myself out. This entails wrecking all the 
civilisations inside my head. Henceforth there must be absolute mobility, 
elasticity of perspective, whatever the agony forced by the loss of coherence. 

For a few flicks of the moon, I hated my nuisance-planet, ached to blow it 
right round to zero. For every minute of those hundred hours, I rattled it, 
batted it, rocked it inside my head, and my head relished those explosions, 
drawing them greedily into its strength. Through that digestion, it showed 
how all form, all substance can be channelled, beamed beyond themselves 
into the grand reservoir of potential, the repository of power without reality. 

I sense the power to broadcast all that the world had forced into me, sucked 
to the central core of magnetic zero. My struggle for the final formula is my 
burrowing, tunnelling out, my every limb a twirling rotor. 

The house of cards refuses to be built. Each cipher-plank shrinks from 
bonding. I long to stretch my mortal membranes, weld myself into the final 
building, cemented by will alone, telescope myself through those aeons of 
mud and baking which nurtured its sure slabs. That would make such a 
difference. But life’s all the same if you’re doomed to see no ends. 

Yes; Fm trying to reach the end-point as my reverie bursts out of this house 
into a pyramid. But it recoils beyond light. So runs the centre, contrary to 
my parallel yearning, blocks itself elusive through all and nothing. 
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My boundaries rip the others ’ termini. Their clashing currents overbrim my 
emptiness; they steal sound’s space to resonate in. Each maximum pitch 
floods leveling, laminated all counterparts. Each one finds its impact and 
identity exactly half way through energy’s bulldozing trajectory - save being 
matched and fused, to stretch for a higher realm, curl back, strive through 
its similar to out-tug the moon. 

They left me abruptly, sealing off their inner circle. Was I ignored, left in 
peace, or were they primed to explode on me? Surely they have been 
threaded into the laser realm. For one slicing moment, the consequences of 
the contrary alternatives were identical. Faced by the glare of total nothing, I 
was a helpless go-between - sandwich filling between two cackling buffers 
of chronic abuse. 

There are no coincidences without deviations. Life depends on tangential 
incisions, leans thrusting on severances to balance its agglomerations. All the 
tools of incision and severance are pre-cut. All threads must start at right 
angles to each other; they go to their ends to make life and extend it. 
Graciously they curve to intersect, but mainly when living forms can least 
absorb those tendered light infusions. And so they recoil into knots and 
tangles, all to some ultimate purpose in the greater frame of life. In their 
process, they destroy all others’ apparent ends, pervading all shadows 
through the roaring menace of the everlasting. But when all threads run 
parallel, life, the one and the mass, stifles on its formless, frameless loom. 

As the mood takes it, life drops one in the odd trough. Or are the troughs 
quite independent of life, capable of creeping up unawares, to trap microbe 
humanity? We all know them, if but darkly. And they guard their secrets 
fiercely, shielding and incubating the allure of the feared. Indeed our alert 


3 



caution may catalyse them. And without the drainage and irrigation which 
they afford, we could not stay well. 

All around, the swamp is swelling, sucking and dissolving, feeding spurious 
growth, but making me feel my struggle - for arid, neutral space, forever 
elusive. That’s not the same as vacuity, for vacuity can pervade an 
overloaded head. 

It’s time for the get-togethers. From a middle distance, I see people smiling 
at the prospect. All eye-contact now reflects my dread. Within a week, all 
will be pressure, nerves and adrenaline, lashing me in their midst. 

On their routes through life, people always try to reconstruct past periods of 
calm to help bear contingent tensions - extrapolate calm elements from the 
past when present calm proves tedious. Life is very like a rope between two 
mirrors. In its tautness of self-contradiction lies me. I had to cut that 
sadomasochistic umbilicus and stop the rot. . . they might have checked out 
my medical records - which would mean the kybosh. Hopefully my doctor 
will sustain his tact. Meanwhile, I must tighten my grip, even at the risk of 
pressing a fatal trigger. 

How about a new affair? That would be the ultimate tonic - unbung the 
apertures, clear out the dead matter. This week’s Lonely Hearts look pretty 
good; one of them just has to click for me after all those dud shots. I’ll write 
that ice-breaking letter. 

The policemen smile gently. Whenever I pass them in the street, they always 
seem so friendly. I suppose the place isn’t impossible untidy. Now it’s down 
to hard work and serious thought, though root feeling and project data are 
constantly cracking each other’s shells. 
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My boundaries sear and jar me; clashing currents of rage and guilt flood the 
brim of my emptiness, overrun the sphere of pure sound and steal its 
resonance. Each one senses that it can overlap and shroud its counterpart on 
reaching maximum pitch. Most of them find their impact and identity 
exactly half-way through energy’s bulldozing trajectory. But just a few are 
transformed head on by their counterparts, and stretch to a higher realm, to 
curl back and strive through its familiar to out-pull the moon. 

There’s an answering machine grinding in my ears: ‘I don’t know what 
you’re talking about; don’t you realise that no one is listening to a word of 
what you are saying; all your thoughts are registering zero.’ They think I 
can’t face the truth, so they’ve planted that on me as an anaesthetic. My 
every twinge of tension is refracted through myriad human beings, from 
matter above, down through the biological spectrum to myriad bacteria, 
maybe even beyond that, to cells’ cores, in migration, excavation and all - 
volcanoes’ thermals, fire, angelic dreams . . . 

Around me orbit the knowledge-giver and the knowledge-taker. Once 
snicked into a circuit, each one veers off-orbit to find my centre, treating me 
as a microbe. They yearn to overlap and get lost. But denied the sole solace 
of futility, they are damned to perpetual alternation. One keeps my memory 
sharp with fresh data. Through forcing their flow, he curtails their 
stagnation. But the two are complementary in life, for life. In all addition, 
the perfect vertical intersects subtraction’s horizontal, making the angle both 
right and left. 
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I Like sharp implements; they can do as much to repair as to injure. But 
their linear exclusiveness does rather scare me, while I can generally laugh 
off their curved counterpoints. If only more could be done by applying the 
principle of the pencil-sharpener - safety in a cone, circling to a point, the 
geometric base of civilisation would be applied to far greater effect. But 
then, I suppose I could be biased: I made a really deep gash into my finger 
while trying to sharpen my pencil with a carving-knife. There must be great 
significance in that, as there sometimes is in blind verses . . . 

You need the point to draw the line; 

You need the line to make the plan . . . 

For the want of an oilstone, the blade was lost; 

For the want of a blade, the point was lost; 

For the want of a point, the pencil was lost; 

For the want of a pencil, the plan was lost; 

For the want of a plan, the system was lost; 

For the want of a system, the world was lost 

So when you’re digging for lubricant, keep all your data stored. But there’s 
another cut to come, removed from immediacy to inflict the maximum pain. 

When one has reached what feels like the bottom, and all the anticipations in 
the world have been eliminated, one is at last free to ask oneself - what will 
the real end be like? Quite early in life, we cultivate a mental picture of that 
state, and short of individual homicide, the world’s greatest disasters can 
rarely dislodge it. And we hold this up like a mirror, telling ourselves that 
we are facing the real thing. (I must set up a giant one for me when I start 
working in earnest on my pyramid.) 
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Yet whatever trappings it takes on, it is all reducible to three basic processes, 
elevation, depression and absorption. Think of some fluted columns taking 
their last bow, making a bow, linking before the horizon, or of a giant 
serpent with an expanding mouth, white froth around its tongue, looped in 
response to the sin. Or go right down and think of lava, matching sunset’s, 
dawn’s hue - intractable, reflecting all, but without sheen, round as nothing. 

How is real extremity reached? By will-power? Whoever has seen anyone 
progress through every stage to the crematorium feel that they can emulate 
each step, attune to every ache and pain, electro-magnify each twinge and 
throw it into the pool of the universally incurable, begging for life to drive 
them off, like hearses at the very end. 

Time-relentless I have trodden, driven over the path - a unitary route, 
manifested in numberless guises. My receptivity to its presence fluctuates 
constantly, and it answers me by making melodies from those fluctuations. 
These melodies flirt with my hearing, so I only know fragments of them. 
Each fragment I try to fix in my memory, and then I think again, indefinitely. 

Oblivion over the bridge is fine - but what of the bridge itself - those sunken 
piles, massed, weighty, inert, wedded to darkest ooze - those pillars, 
sentenced to be crushed for aeons, doomed to have their central thrust 
forever stunted? Is this to be my fate, after so many accidents of fire and ash 
left me stranded, alone. The slash, the searing shrapnel of vomit - those 
eddies of reflection drop me again on the mud flats. Rejecting quicksand’s 
dignity, they bog me down. 

Something is being drawn out for me - a beacon shining from hope’s last 
fastness - proof against the big darkness which squeezed it to a point. 
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Am I now freed from some crippling burden, some unstated suicide pact? 
Am I now well or ill? Did I cut away all meaning and motivation when I 
bolted for my sheltered work place? My present home feels bleak, near void. 
All the fires of emotion have been quenched and all other tangibles, all 
illusions’ pegs, splintered. Is that state a mere abstract of others, governing 
all, infinitely remote and quite unbreakable. Are the walls of permanence on 
earth just veils and blankets, inconsequential in the light of what follows 
them, tom asunder with a little determination, to let in the real luminosity? 

If so, can anything be known for certain? Knowledge often clears a path for 
reconciliation. But it is sometimes disinterred to fuel revenge - in a spit 
which, in spite of what, motivates its revelation? Bmises from the buffetings 
of polarised relationships elasticise, stretch, harden into scaffolding for 
civilisation’s brain. A rare few become the linchpins of humanity’s thought 
and memory through being exposed to, and by, striving after ideals. 

Once I longed to identify with, and possess, an icon of wealth and fame. 
Dynamised by my longing, I helped to build one out of some very raw 
materials. Icons have sharp points for their foundations; once erected, they 
sting, they lacerate - if anyone has the temerity to touch them. So I went for 
the working denial hoping that, purely mentally, I could keep my hands tied 
behind my back. But I could not assimilate total denial. It felt like positive 
reason pushing those hands to wander. For me, ideals, even when filtered 
through a vain hope for diversion, must out, and through a solitary channel. 
They empty space they require for definition may reek of nihilism, but if it is 
known that the space is bounded, the nihilism can be worked through, to the 
light. 
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The concurrent bugbear took the opposite course, but could not rationalise 
the consequences of his new commitment. He could beam no pain back to its 
source. 

k k k k 

So do I now face an aftermath, or merely the end-point of anticipation? Both 
alternatives pierce me, alternately but equally, to the core. Either something 
is going to come and disrupt my reverie, or all the last goodbyes have 
already been said. In either case, this waiting, listening area remains the 
same. The ambiguous suspense will straddle my life-span. My death-throes 
vibrated from afar, goaded me to advance them in time, with one incisive 
swing of the arm. Every funeral I attended advanced my place in the queue. 

Outside, car doors and house doors speak to each other like pairs of talking 
drums. They proclaim solitary confinement. But embedded in their 
resonance are tribes, generations, passing both ways through gigantic 
airlocks, looping around, just one half of life’s helter-skelter. While 
circulating in the verbal arteries, have they been transformed? Can they 
now give abandoned life some voice beyond all life, hope, fear or conscience 
- or is each cry a plea for tactile response, to set the seal on dissolution. 

Isolation never fails to make one feel proprietorial. It’s so easy to feel you 
own a place when there’s nobody else around. But no; other people do not 
have to be physically distant. They need only be firmly out of the mind? 
Empty mind? Am I trying to turn myself into a vegetable? At least 
vegetables have their roots, while everything I see, in this room and through 
the windows, is miserably stunted. Oh for some cells of real jollity, blinking 
like fairy lights, propped up only by bottles, en route to garbage tips, 
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inducing giggles and headaches in all those who observe them, jostling 
precariously, sustained only by the current. Those pathetic filaments of light 
conduct a lethal energy. 

At any second, the telephone could burst into life, bringing me warmth and 
kicks, restoring the circuit of life. A telephone has a mind, manners and 
feelings all of its own. As a person, it is reserved and inscrutable, evasive to 
the extreme, especially when linked to its answering-machine confidante. 
For those very reasons, it is my most trusted friend. 

In the next block, yellowed in mist, pushers and police alternate around 
every passer-by. Each group shares the drag of the other’s desolate patrols, 
both hedged in by codes and caution. I and my likes missed that boat; some, 
driven by desolation, boarded it. It was dangerously overloaded. How the 
foaming ink yearned to swallow them all, cough into nowhere its cud of 
splintered planks - a heaving bridge of futility hanging over them! 

How many generations are implicit in my present? How often have lifelines 
been warped into containers? How much could dead matter be revitalised, 
how many old things rekindled to comfort their living juniors? What 
content, what essence was once pressed down on paper, then new, white and 
smooth, now brown and crumpled; withering, in and out of the archives, 
shady protectors of origins? 

*k 

Once, when I could not finish a sentence, a nearby church provided me with 
some punctuation marks. The first time, the sermon felt partly relevant to my 
situation, but after a few minutes I needed to withdraw my thoughts from the 
numbing catechism. The building then satisfied my transient needs - 
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standing quite humanly, just on this side of antiquity. Set back from the 
thoroughfares, its shape decently concealed by poplar windbreaks, it stood, 
momentarily, for a truth - powerful but unclear. 

The second time, I rang the manse bell - to ask the verger if there was a 
quiet room I could use for a few minutes - nothing else. That was OK: just a 
nod and a push at the door. Light shone through those eyes in the stained- 
glass figure. Was that the image of a once-real human being, or a pure 
abstraction? That I could not tell. But the depth of suffering and compassion 
it radiated, shining down to deepest purple, had an unsplit meaning. Was 
some undefined memory of mine deposited there, to be released when all 
dreams are dissipated? 

What tides, what currents of mind and the elements brought things to this 
point? If our present civilisation, in its entirety, were to be buried alive, then 
disinterred, intact in death, it might be credited with some dignity. But here 
and now it just seems to be hanging around, pleading for pulverisation. 
Those powers which pushed it up and kept it heaving, against nature, to keep 
it standing, have stopped dead in their tracks. In my childhood, I believed all 
those stories about giants’ and devils’ footprints. Later, as I thought I 
acquired wisdom, I laughed them off, satisfied that I had driven them from 
my mind. Are they now back, linked with the batterers of my reason, 
claiming a stake in reality, however much the enfeebled vision of today’s 
viewers veiled and distorted their forms? 

(Look, friend: this is your trough. You feel and overwhelming sense of 
futility, and ache to end it all. But this feeling will pass. Give your negative 
thoughts free resin, aestheticise them. But hold on to a few decisive pegs, in 
your life and outside it. That lithe, experienced, disillusioned number is 
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obviously worth writing to. So put first things first. Don’t bother about 
completing that Last Will and Testament form yet. If you try to do that now, 
you ’ll only get morbid. 

Well done - though I say so myself! Sometimes interior monologues can 
really work wonders. I don’t think my consultant could have done any better 
if he’d had a week to rehearse. But right now I must put concrete functions 
first. Let’s draft it with delicacy 

Dear Lady, 

I feel that we are kindred spirits in our identity crises. I read between the 
lines of your advertisement that you have suffered shocks which all but 
shattered your faith in humanity, and that you are embarking on a 
programme of self-restructuring and self-reappraisal to break out of your 
impasses and dry the swamps of bitterness, cynicism and misanthropy which 
menace you. I feel that I could be your ideal, compatible, non-chauvinist 
soul-mate, GSOH, and that we could broaden our vistas in common. 
Photograph enclosed. 

That’s my good deed for the day. I’ve already got a stamp, and I’ve missed 
the last post. No more excuses; now I must return to the depths. If I have too 
much time to think, at least I’ve whittled away a few seconds of that, to my 
immediate relief. 

There’ll be a showdown. The essence of a showdown, of course, is that it 
is suspended until the key moment, intensified by every evasion; elastic 
procrastination is always lethal. How often others irritated me, force me to 
switch off How often did I will myself into a passing daze, from which I 
could snap back into clarity the second they left me, by a shake of the head. 
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But now the daze seems to have willed its permanence on me; an insatiable 
excavator, it has tom me out of the earth. It will only drop me on the ground 
when it sees fit. The greater powers seem to ignore it; but within its sphere, 
its capricious will mles absolutely. It scythes all forever - until overruled 
buy a synchronised blink of any two stars among the myriads - a link 
through microseconds across endless space. Such a coincidence is infinitely 
elusive. 

My area of concern has narrowed - from a programme to a snippet, from a 
whole book to a chapter, from chapter to paragraph, down and through a 
sentence; last halt the syllable. I do that exercise to restore my equilibrium. 
Has something taken me over? My grip is weakening. When will the next 
stage come, and more people get to depend on me - and when the one after 
that, as all the dependants melt away? The more of them I know there are, 
looking for a base, the more they appear to me as wispy, whispering shades, 
happily wandering to those lapping waters which could absorb them. 

Now, more than ever before, I desire water, involvement with it, immersion 
in it. It was such a breakthrough finally learning to swim, fill in that 
oppressive gap between oppressive solidity and enervating gas - feel really 
elevated in the middle sphere. It reassured me that I’ve still got a body, 
when I thought I had become all head, with everything seizing up on me. 
That girl in the mauve costume — I’d like to break some watery ice and 
establish contact; soon, maybe. 

I long to feel my elements, break through to a positive chemistry to 
obliterate, transcend me, bring my essence to the almighty machine. But that 
machine is no vampire. If it were, it would be sorely disappointed; all souls, 
quite exhausted, have dropped off it, decomposed into pure energy. Yet its 
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inner space is ample to house all elements. I can tell that by the way it 
shakes; all winds and waves are earthquakes in the wires. The machine is 
studded with dials - a sobering fact for me, who is forever brandishing his 
wristwatch. Can I, then, ever realise myself, advance my own decease and 
thereby speed up progress, answer the call, whether it comes directly from 
some higher being - or by the perverse, transient byways of the mundane? 

k k k k 

Around me there is no more full-voiced talk, only whispering. This has been 
moulded, on my paranoiac wheel, into a conical form, a pointed gallery 
buttressed by half-eroded outcrops of rock, their slicing strata bared. In that 
chamber, hewed and moulded, chiseled by the three states of matter, by will 
and its breakdown, past and future voices, restored to fullness, collide. They 
play ping-pong and billiards. Someone may make something better, more 
solid in its impact. His motion could sheet it, hollow it, coil it into complete 
suspension. He could leave it poised on gravity’s edge, out-smelting the 
bass, tugging vainly at the treble, as if their linking modes had been broken, 
their rise and fall detached from tonic earth. Meanwhile that body, crude, 
unsmelted, aches to bum in incantation. Through mid-chemistry it senses 
that fire consumes all between the dross. 

Interlocking, fluted flower-stem columns distil the essence of all the voices I 
have heard, including that perfect tone they all had before they broke, and 
that perpetuated by the unbreakables. 

I had one form per mode, but many forms per tone, constricted to plough the 
mles of myriad lights’ ball games. Two tones had to diverge and recombine 
long after all memories had vanished. There was a blind buffeting, solid as 
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the bass line, sheeted by brains’ illusions, skulls’ shades, wiped out by light 
absorption. Once there was an ideal cowl, free from ripples and straight 
lines. Then came the tonic extremity, heat of bloodrise in a four-dimensional 
ellipse, to be pierced and buckled onto its own face, its fine curves shattered, 
their shards stuck fast in thought and memory. 

Now all my thoughts have pressed and lifted beyond gas. Against the stabs 
and gashes of orbital points and edges, teeth and blade, I stand firm — I, a 
grounded meteor, dropped stitch of the heavens. 

My watch face now reflects the sun. I can’t see the figures properly. I must 
turn it to the correct angle - half past four. That’s both a comfort and a drag. 
I’ve got quite a lot longer to hang around, but not an infinity in which to 
enjoy the radiator. Nothing has melted away. Ultimately, I must move - 
though I can never generate all of my emotions alone. I must stop looking at 
my watch; can’t depend on it forever, though its long-life batteries may lure 
me into that illusion. Within its chip there is a facsimile of my life-span, 
though a synchronised stop is an awful lot to hope for. 

The light, abrasive, relentless monotone glares on. I’d like to see it melt 
something down, even me. But in all reason, and in the pit of my emotions, I 
know that it can’t; it’s all too well veiled and filtered for that. And when it 
withdraws, I take the veil and filter for myself. So my thoughts are quite 
clear when it’s on, blurred when it’s off. 

The oilstone founds all. All linking and sharing of thoughts requires a gash, 
a primal act of severance. And that cut goes deeper if its perpetrator is 
detached from his will. They kept on saying I’d find it easier to live with 
myself if I stopped thinking. Now, for a stretch, elasticating my nerves, willy- 
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nilly, I really have to. Hopefully I can think more clearly when it’s all over. 
On my own account, I have planed and pruned my being, and others have 
done extra for me. All emotions’ finds are drained off. Without form or 
direction, it sustains full volume. 

k k k k 

I CAN NO LONGER PRETEND. That’s no shame; there’s nobody here 
before whom I could feel ashamed. I’m now far enough away from normal 
dealings to throw stock responses out of the window. For the moment, my 
body head keeps me comfortable, so the room doesn’t feel too bleak. 

It would not be brave of me to go out now, even if that impending blizzard 
were to slash into me. This place is nowhere near isolated enough to let me 
die unnoticed. If I went into a coma, then somebody found me and got me 
whisked off to hospital, I’d have everything done for me - unthinking, and it 
could be a trap. They might want to do me over to plunder some transplant 
material -yes; they’re all organic muggers lurking behind philanthropic 
masks. In either case, the knives will get to work, and that thought is 
unbearable. Once I was locked up in a deep freeze as a joke, saw those 
steaming piles of iced liver ready to be chopped as sacrifices to the Great 
Gods of Geometry, Profit and High Blood Pressure. Driven to purgatorial 
mutation in subterranean canals. 

k k k k 

My consultant looks most impressive in his white coat, toting his dossier. 
Obviously my burblings gratified him immensely. 

“You can be quite pleased with yourself. Your flowing words and - perhaps 
more so - the pauses between them, have at last unblocked your thoughts 
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and lie in the light - to my benefit too. You feel that your recent trauma has 
undermined your future. This you may wish to safeguard; you want to think 
ahead positively, but all your observations deflect you to the past. You 
would find it helpful to develop your interest in mathematics. Last time we 
met, you told me you had got some new computer equipment. I use my 
system a lot, try to push mathematical calculations to their extremity. But it 
can only go on squaring numbers 27 times, then the chip brain says ‘no 
more!’ A greater chip, so to speak, chips in because, from then on, the 
greater universe directly needs the smaller one - and that need overrides 
yours.” 

(Short-circuits are often illuminating. He’s certainly good at driving his 
point home. In fact, I’ve never met anyone who can do it so decisively 
without a syringe. This one won’t conveniently make a nova, explode into 
infinity once I overload it. Anyhow, there’s no real pressure on it; those 
sparks are just bleeps of light fusing into straight lines and curves. There’s 
no connecting flex; it needs batteries just as my watch does. No; for all its 
ability to outstrip mental arithmetic, it lacks the charisma of the humblest 
watch.) 

I am cerebrally ambidextrous - a great advantage: that means I can out¬ 
manoeuvre him. He nods appreciatively at my remarks, realising that I, self- 
taught, can rival him in his own field. Ever since I took the first lot of words 
from his mouth, I’ve never let up. 

“I think another shake-up could deactivate one side of my brain, or the 
cerebrum, or the cerebellum. If so, maybe I could live exclusively, either 
with untrammeled instinct or absolute reason, in blissful ignorance of which 
was which - for there would be no sense of an alternative. Yet although 
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those two are posited as opposites, the two sides, the two spheres, are 
equally dependant on signals. They cross in mid-brain, the Corpus 
Callosum, en route to the destination spheres. So now I could be right in the 
middle of the Corpus Callosum. Maybe I’ve even had a hemispherectomy. 
But I think not, because some signals which preceded it are still buzzing 
around. I am no cerebral chauvinist, but nor was I ever much of a one for 
free instinct. That really pours problematic sands on me. From what I’ve 
observed, with my blinkered vision, all things go in pairs, though one partner 
is always dispensable. Everything is reversible. It’s a pity there’s no mirror 
in your consulting room to clinch that point.” 

“My goodness! You’ve just come out with everything I was expecting to tell 
you. We really have covered a lot of ground.” 

(Another highly satisfactory session. I really must congratulate myself; it 
definitely has restored my equilibrium - though I must admit that at the 
start, he rather got on my wick; the underside of my psyche wanted to blow 
up his surgery. But peace has generally poured its oil on the stone. But I still 
need somewhere to unload my burden of guilt.) 

*k 

The Natural Sciences and Linguistics are now at war. Science built itself up 
by happily plundering dead tongues’ treasures, and its resourcefulness long, 
joyously accepted. But the words and syllables have an inbuilt conservatism. 
Instead of being happily integrated with progress, they struggle to return to 
their primal, literal points of reference, burst out of science, locking it up 
behind them trapped in pure symbols and ciphers, beyond verbalisation. It is 
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my task at once to revitalise them and soothe them, defuse the basic peril of 
mankind. 

Now I shall plunder all the treasuries of knowledge, mix them - 
capriciously, explosively, into a linguistic and scientific vaccine, to build the 
ultimate immune system. It’s great to have the run of an empty lecture 
theatre, and pontificate in private with all the public props around me; 
sometimes it’s very reassuring, once in a while, to address your remarks - 
literally, to a chair. 

“I am the residue of all past civilisations or, to put it more accurately, their 
traces in the voided present - crumbling obelisks, venerated and documented 
by lost souls. Or am I the desert wind itself, eroding them, leading them into 
the allure of the perishable? Was I the fire, baking their bricks, or the great 
waters, shrouding the clay beds in mystery? All those I might have been, but 
I was, for sure, the first calendar, worked out in aeons lost by barbarians 
mis-named. And what I was, I am - straddling past and present, the apex of 
our culture. My vision of the stars outstrips the giant telescopes. I know 
them in their tactile essence, and through that knowledge all pain is light.” 

(Within reason, it’s good to have a bit of adulation, even of the 
uncomprehending kind. Those buffeting powers! When one cannot yet look 
into past events, who knows whether they are propping things up or 
knocking them down? But no watch can keep going without both. Really I 
should break free from clocks and numbers, but they do tend to endure when 
all else has vanished.) 

The light and darkness of my thought modulates blurs and sharp edges. Now 
I can always put the trivial into perspective, spot the spurious, when the 
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telescope meets my eye. Jumping forward in micron bursts, I am yet another 
pin in yet another queue. Early morning peels my eyelids to a dry, crisp sky 
which, without reflection, embraces the rainbow’s spectrum. The cloud 
linings glare, slicing dawn’s haze, shattering, clattering with their hinted, 
muted sound. I give a nod of recognition, then switch off for a last pad of 
deadening comfort, until my alarm goes off. My words will be dissected; my 
project, confined to a segment of my light, stands deeply flawed. 

Switches are true to the vertical dimension; they cannot stop in mid-action. 
Though they describe arcs, their cutting power is linear.) 

k k k k 

The playground toughs once locked me up in the boiler-room - part of my 
initiation, I suppose - though its full implications remain a mystery to me. 
But the actual experience of being inside there went far beyond mere dark, 
temporary confinement. I had a foretaste of cell and bathysphere, cavern and 
vault. That forged bolt sealed up so many thoughts in abeyance. Only now, 
years after the opening, have they surfaced. Unfortunately, I have neither 
key nor pretext to enter the boiler room on these premises. But I’ll root out 
those bastards. I bet they’re in league with the gang. I’ll stab them in the 
back; they won’t have memories anywhere near as long as mine. 

It’s a pity that books don’t write themselves - free from any human 
instrument. But one day I’m sure they’re going to invent a Thought 
Professor, and really animate the inanimate. As yet, I can only thrust 
sporadic barbs through the swelling, and they will never release their 
malignant fluid. I must just struggle on from both ends to both ends, 
propelled by an ideal of equilibrium between mass and density. If I lose sight 
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of that ideal, and let up in the struggle, the whole verbal structure will 
topple and spill its contents - like my life. While waiting, I am trying to pick 
up my own pieces - a mountain of an order. My ice-axe is rather blunt, and I 
hate defacing nature. 

Digressions shall not carry me away. Anyway, I’ve no real desire to escape, 
to nothing, for nothing. I can only get under my words if I stay put. 

There: one point before the middle; I’m getting quite efficient with the 
bradall . . . 

League, treaty or union (the individual one is blown, and I never did much 
care for the collective) . . . companion of literature? Stuff that! That fantasy 
podium’s meaningless if you’ve ever done a free, empty turn on a real one. 
When fogs thicken to blankets, they can wipe thoughts clean. My dictionary, 
potentially exasperating, does give me bearings, finds back doors to 
transform foci of fear into centres of hope. 

There’s somebody creeping around the courtyard. Apparently the pipes 
burst a couple of days ago . . . curio ... at least here are none of those 
nagging heirlooms here . . . ‘anything considered to be’... as there’s no- 
one here to consider me, there’s only me to consider anything. Enough of C! 
Desist? Never! I’m beginning to feel drowsy; must stave it off. Hiccups are 
inherent in alphabetical order. Linear progress, for the time being, is an end 
in itself but the line will only show its true meaning when it multiplies itself 
and me with it, through three vital intersections, into the fourth dimension. 
Multiplication is always oblique. In the end, the perpetuator always kills. 

(Immediately she left, I blitzed the flat of all it had accumulated. After that 
was done, the place was a strange blend of freshness and desolation. No 


21 



sleep last night, and I was too tired to work noctumally; I hoped something 
would blast me into alertness . . . wouldn’t have done me any harm to have 
burned some midnight oil on that paper . . . don’t really hold out much hope 
for it now. I certainly begged insomnia to leave me alone, but whenever it 
actually did so, it outstepped both my request and its own bounded essence - 
to leave me totally isolated. 

Still, it’s good to have a breathing space before chaos bursts in. Chains of 
association strengthen me, so in I go: Deglutination fine: I’ve had to 
swallow words for sustenance all my life; only on that diet can I weather my 
agony. Engulf - on to the abyss. I’m certainly living though my vocabulary 
now, sitting on top of the word . . . Long-winged migratory bird - how 
refreshing! I’ve seen those soaring flecks beyond the reach of my kite. They 
make the integral ellipse of my being seem as two separate lines, one of 
labelled feeling, one of labeled thought, heading in opposite directions. 
Vision’s end makes each illusory one appear to sink into the polarities of any 
old concept. But no two linear ends are significant without being welded into 
an orbit. I heard of swallows long before I learned the world was round. The 
chain is holding firm - pass, succeed, declare detachment - good to get a bit 
of reassurance. 

Much of life is rather boring, so to make any headway at all, I must seize on 
the positive connotations of that pervasive word - drilling, finding gushers, 
priming for a purpose, even if that purpose seems circular, self-cancelling - 
progress hampered by dulled senses which relentlessly cast me on blank 
walls. There! Contrary to my vain intentions, I have reached an aperture, 
and now a correctly oblique shaft of light bears down on me. Now I face the 
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impermeable - something I rarely do when not in the dentist’s chair. Are the 
swallows heading for the ice-cap. 

Though I love wrecking structures, my explorations have left syntax largely 
unscathed - ‘according to a scale in which the brightest stars are of the 
greatest magnitude ’ . . . does that make a real full circle, lead me back to 
Square One which I expediently call sanity? Not if I do my astral projections 
properly. ‘Places in the firmament fixed’. . . that’s knocked the bottom out 
of the definition and dropped me through a great, gratifying black cavity on 
to a not-so-gratifying sharp outcrop of rock (and there’s no-one to boast of 
my scars to) . . . ‘Make or keep permanent, solid or motionless’ - at last; 
I’ve broken into physics! That, in my head, clinches my acceptance of the 
physical. 

When thoughts are really sorted out, they fuse, lose their separateness. Matt: 
dull or lustreless; my mood in a glossary nutshell. But I’ve still got enough 
life in me to shake off my torpor ... a punch for roughening a surface ... I 
generally affect people that way through self-assertion. 

Now the picture’s clear: he was monitoring my thoughts as I was monitoring 
his, and all the thoughts fitted in together, as if controlled by another mind - 
all genuine catalytic brain-picking is confoundedly two-faced. ‘You feel 
that you are no more than an empty frame for random charges’. That 
remark really opened my eyes. He was as sharp as a surgeon removing the 
lids. He’s got designs on me for a full-frontal lobotomy. But he won’t catch 
me; I’ll paralyse him mentally before he gets anywhere near an incision . . .) 

There’s something in what he says, though. Other people have indeed ruffled 
my surface - so where can I go? Matador’: yes; my sword is poised for the 
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moment of truth. Matrix’: the cavity in which everything is formed, as 
ground mass, intercellular substance - I can reconnect all the living tissues 
as I go along; that’s my cue for today. Who knows what coincidences may 
ensue? I’ll make parallel sweeps with that girl again. She was the one; she ’ll 
reply. 

That is where I must be at; nothing is formed without me as the original 
cavity, no cells linked without my approval. My experience, of lack of it, 
makes me the ultimate unit in nuclear physics. That might raise some 
awkward questions about my gender-role. But what the limbo if it does? In 
happy physicality, perfect love, gender-roles oscillate; in the genes, after all, 
gender-fractions are forever being juggled around - added, subtracted, 
multiplied, divided - fused and split. None of these nuclei is as basic as a 
star’s centre, but each one has a hot line to the ultimate. It’s just like 
procreation really: no need for that once the universe has been perfected, and 
everything has fallen down the whole - where it belongs! 

What else does it mean? The hollow in a slab to receive a monumental 
brass. There: I always felt myself to be an anonymous foundation for the 
fame and fortune of others, a rectangular array of shades and symbols . . . 
down to Mathematics, the purest essence. My eyes opened wide enough to 
rupture the frameworks of Euclidean geometry, for all lines and curves lean 
ultimately on eyelids. And multiplication does funny things to polarities. 

Now the objects in this room are detached from utility, distilled into pure 
symbols. At the start of a heavy working day the composite functioning of 
my surroundings is in abeyance, doubtless making some cosmic 
archaeologist wonder just how and why this culture stopped dead in its 
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tracks. He’ll beam his detector’s rays on me. My mess, and his message, will 
clinch the final order. 

Hello: it’s the post. A personal letter - could it be ... ? 

Dear Friend, 

Lovely to have heard from you. My intuition tells me that we two are on 
the same wavelength. Let’s make a date, to compare our charts fully... 

So it worked! Postmarked 1.45. She must have sent it immediately she got 
my letter. Whatever else goes wrong today, that positive response really 
glows. Maybe the adrenaline will carry me through the lecture and the 
interview. Yes; I must cross-reference my terms. At present, they are dirty, 
smeary pulp, but real chemistry can distil them. 

How long have I been the great hiatus, blocking up every channel? But now 
the key one has been opened, and all the others will harmonise with it. 
Hitherto my senses have been wounded, deadened by their divisive struggles 
for monopolies of data. But now they beam in parallel concord, transcended 
their old shackles of corporeal in tegrity. No longer bounded by mortal life, I 
am an airlock at the extremes of matter, poised to go beyond it. 

Now, at gravity’s edge, there’s a tussle; the balance of its stasis is crumbling. 
That prospect once horrified me; now it is invigorating. It’s quite OK for me 
to personalise the two forces, now that there is a transformation, mirroring 
new insight. Here, at the vantage point, attraction and repulsion are 
balanced, though there remains a surface residue of the old sensory conflict. 

New words’ beams pierce through shapes and sounds. New orbits can be 
known without being cut. 
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Dissection? I’m still smarting from that operation. I’m glad I passed out in 
the lift before reaching the operating theatre. The forceps and scalpels were 
effectively invisible when they were used on me. During me convalescence, I 
had a foretaste of my present harmony. On my discharge - that feeling 
receded - until now. Now, on the razor’s edge of health and sanity, all my 
wounds will heal. 



Here we go again - another icy page broken, though there seem to be lead 
weights on my feet and hands: a sure sign of substance, even if it doesn’t 
feel so. That sensation has a hot line to every element. 

Lead: at last I’ve come to the big noun-verb cleavage - show the way I by 
going first, precede; that metal which buttresses, inhibits movement. So 

now I am the smelter, the caster in the syllabic foundry. Lines and structures 
will surely assert themselves more forcefully if one tries to break them, off 
and down - that’s all part of the tempering process. 

Meanwhile, there’s a beautiful picture inside my head - those fallen angels, 
luminous crimson, working things out in their mini-cradles, suspended 
above the lava - their fall forever frozen before burning. Now there is a 
flash, from a galactic lighthouse beyond my mind; a beam distilled from the 
winks of all the constellations centres on me. For those who face this light, 
always and never are identical. It’s elusive enough; mirages of waves hold 
heavy substance for the deceived. 
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Page by page it goes on, though these divisions are unreal. What is a page, 
after all? Just a conglutinate of wood pulp, bleach and other chemicals - 
another hiatus in the cycle of organic mutability, powdering and dissipating 
the bed of growth. 

My organism is a yoyo, oscillating between seemingly static barriers, 
splintering with every contact. But maybe through concussion I alone can 
freeze, sustain its upward swing. 

All those unformed definitions, un-nailed points, unassimilated morsels of 
philosophy. I am a repository of snippets, but when I finally break out of my 
shell, they will all be synthesized within me. 

They can’t have begun as a harmonious whole, so breaking them down will 
do no real damage. That was my big lesson from my own breakdown. I shall 
neutralise all opposition, remove the static veil from life’s motions. 

I could have reached that point far sooner, but for my having been so 
complacent, implicitly trusting my sources just because they were leather- 
bound in antiquity. Any daily papers, discarded in the open, would have 
done just as well. The excitement the articles arouse is rarely equalled by 
experience (which anyway is mainly crystallised in retrospect). And when 
one lives through extremity, one is generally stunned until things start 
cooling down. 

There’s one of last week’s lying in the corner. It has the usual key words - 
agenda, promises, peace, leniency, revolution, ideas, ligaments - pity about 
the trees, isn’t it? And all that precious soil washed away; but no more 
pitiful than I was before my reclamation. I’ve gone the other side of people. 
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Nobody will come to the door for a while, trident, perfume, some things are 
still happening beyond my abstract zone. 

There: STOP PRESS: Bomb Blasts Superstore - just a few minutes’ walk 
from here; two killed and three injured - nowhere near me. But I am still 
paralysed, awestruck by the possibility of the like striking me home. 
Hitherto, the power of accident would have done me a great service by 
striking me home. But right now I’d like to give power politics a wide berth. 

Many tensions flash on and off (like that one there); adrenaline rush, 
shriekings from afar, real and imagined, blank meanderings. But they all 
steer clear of me. I must fill up the blanks in all those primary memories, 
wrapped in blankets in an air-raid shelter - hearing a buzz bomb near the 
end - of itself and its last encounter. 

Now my precious words are losing their spikes and edges, growing pliant, 
turning me into deadening cushions to carry me off to sleep. I won’t really 
feel at ease until I’ve found an oil stone to alert me. Meanwhile, this chair is 
reasonably comfortable. 

If I ever do come to lock me up, surely they’ll first give me a nudge, then 
they’ll ask me to leave. My sanity depends on my stay here being strictly 
transitory. One snick of the ultimate mortice, and my reverie will be frozen, 
my mental world shattered. That bogey has always been in the offing, but 
this is the first time it has felt sustainedly contingent., for over twelve hours 
at a stretch. My watch is beginning to slow down. Oh to shrink to 
microscopic proportions and get inside it, play fairground games with the 
cogs, then turn myself into a lever and make all my perspectives elastic, on 
either side of the lens. I look at my watch and the stars, feel an affinity with 
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them and between them. I am that affinity. My watch is jewelled; stars glint 
in its depths. 

It’s a shame I don’t have access to the Physics and Chemistry laboratories 
here. But that barrier may be a blessing in disguise. Those retorts, those 
flasks of exotic coloured fluids, those weights and wires egg me, bait me. I 
often wish I could concoct my own explosives, though if I had, I’m sure that 
I would have been the unintended target. And, to achieve that end, cutting 
isn’t nearly so messy . . . 

The light is flickering, making the shadows dance. Strange that shadows can 
be so vital, for they are only the absence of light. My so-called body may be 
no more substantial than what I call my shadow, but opaque to light... If 
only the observatory were just around the corner, and I did not depend on 
my imagination for a replica. 

This place is more like a waiting room than a cosy ward . . . Nothing here to 
cosset or coddle, no anaesthetics at hand, and no receptionist. Time will be 
stretched to infinity before surgery opens. (On recovering from that general 
anaesthetic, I was violently sick. For those few months, all the great 
chronometers of the world shuddered to paralysis. All liquid matter on earth 
turned to belching fumes, condensed into viscous tack on touching the poles, 
then summed anew over the earth, a travesty of its former substance). 

Now the light is still. There were footsteps outside. I miss my dancing 
shadows. I want to disembody sound and de-spatialise light, split off their 
spurious sensory concomitants from each other, wall them off into the 
unknown, to be magnified, poised to engulf all the masses’ apparent 
territory. In their new enormity, they will face a purified essence, instead of 
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rippling trivial responses to its adulteration. The more powerful the 
reverberation, the more pervasive the weakness. So, I’m the voice of all 
humanity, or an utter failure as a human being - or both. Conjunctive 
brackets and braces are interchangeable. It’s strange how much more hangs 
on the hinges than on the door itself. 

It’s good to walk to the campus via the railway station. Seeing all that linear 
communication at work helps clear my head. Those serpentine, constrictor 
trains gorge, disgorge, arrive, depart. Some individuals’ senses of direction 
are a source of common strength, while some merely cancel each other out, 
engineer the duality of absolute zero. Arrivals and departures are not 
essentially opposed; the one is the other. The determination is in the 
traveller’s mind. As for tunnels, they’re not really all that daunting. Now, 
having been through many, I am one in myself. With my adrenaline 
simmering and all my bottoms knocked out, having fallen through myself, I 
am what underlies them. That brings me right back to square one, my 
favourite location. 

If they do sack me, they ’ll be incredibly polite about it. So I am prepared to 
sustain that reverse. Eventually my work will be recognised. But that black 
hole is staring at me again. I’ve cast away my red cloth, and ditched my 
sword. Thank goodness she got in touch - against all the odds. 

Thoughts of the womb, and of one’s own posterity, are futile; I hope to make 
a mockery of them. I’ve grown into my number, found myself to be my own 
square root. Strange that - since I never respected formulae - always used a 
little experience to wreck one as it began to gel. (The Professor has a rival ; 
I can interest him, play them off against each other, drive them to my 
psychiatrist, who ’ll cut them to pieces. ) 
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In the face of solids, I do not flinch. They can only crush me at the cost of 
undermining their own stability. Viscous matter is OK for me, the anti-form, 
who can easily mould it by not trying to resist flow. Breath is sustained. My 
bottom layer is sedated and powdered, while the higher ones swan wispily 
above it, blackmailing gravity. 

If the worst happens, I’ve enough money left to last me three months. What 
the hell is money anyway? Like so much else, only metal and paper. Prior to 
my revelations both the euphoric and the painful, its spurious magic 
governed me. 

Rites, figures, the thought of seeing sets of digits in lights - that was what 
fascinated me, though it’s exactly the same principle as playing albums to 
yourself - some transient distraction. Who could want anything more, apart 
from those who can weave spells with minus signs? My cheque book is 
rather crumpled . . . 

So I could sink into the mire, wallow in reflected truth . . . The formation of 
coral is so fascinating - those animal forms coagulating into massive 
simulations of vegetable and mineral, crossing the kingdoms. They grasp 
and swell, serpentine and floral in one. Here the living perish cleanly into 
the solidity of pure forms, making a bedrock for the living - and for more 
forms. If only all human beings enjoyed such an elemental connexity - to 
buffet, idyllically blind, against our deceased familiars, to perish in our turn, 
transmuted into a coagulate permanence. But no calcium towers of homo 
sapiens ever neared such perfection. 

And who could have thought of that idea but myself, the last person on earth 
to take life seriously? The others are just hollow robots, playing natural 
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sound recordings of jackasses’ voices. I’ve gone beyond the dreams of the 
greatest dictator, blasted everything beyond mins, made a void, an opacity - 
it’s back to those damned shadows again! The devil is not so black as he is 
painted; he just has perfect pitch. (There: I’ve cheated the dictionary again!) 

This door stays firmly shut while countless others, I am sure, have been 
abandoned, creaking ajar. A door is a shrine to ambiguity. When it will not 
open from the inside, it oppresses and confines. When it will not open from 
the outside, the room, the house, the building and all its effects are in 
abeyance, suspended from functioning until the user’s arrival. When 
someone opens a door, the effects inside recover their functions, even if the 
entrant is unaware of them. But once a threshold has been crossed, the 
entrant’s emotions are no longer spilled broadcast into the bottomless 
elements. They are defined by walls, floor and ceiling, piled into metal 
ramparts. 

For the time being I’m the only one here. Sometimes the sound of a crash 
outside is quite comforting; it turns a nondescript room into an explorer’s 
capsule, provides a current to push the ego away from that burdensome 
centre of the universe. Opening the sluicegates of communication, it 
transforms the thoughts of all who meet in sight of the door, and the speech 
of those within earshot of its opening and closing. 

Doors mle rooms. Desks and armchairs are their pathetic subordinates, while 
cabinets weakly mimic them. They are kept in sets to sustain their users’ 
illusions of dignity. But if one door is sturdy enough, and correctly placed, it 
can render all its lines superfluous. 
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The central admin block is a dull slab. Only the revolving doors at the main 
entrance break its linear monotony. My slabs are asymmetrical within 
themselves, pointing to each other. 

Before I saw the light, I longed for the viruses to come to my rescue, but 
they all avoided me like the plague. I must be a natural antibody, available 
for immunisation. 

For this present eternity, I could well be neutralised into a spore, perfectly 
preserved, lying in wait for the next hatching season, whenever the universe 
gives me the OK. But where, and what, is the host body? It can’t be me, 
because I don’t trust my senses any more. Anyway, that idea is only a 
written record of an impression from someone long dead . . . framed on 
paper - and where does this paper stand? 

I am the guardian of the ultimate hypothesis which lies at the end of all 
impulses. But while keeping tabs on the impulses, I am also illuminating 
them, electrifying them, turning them on like those digits in my calculator. 

Before I saw the light, I fancied myself buffeted between my strains of 
emotion and reason. Now I feel stable, between both, swinging in 
suspension, paralysed but free. 

I can’t really be under surveillance, dammit! What a boost must that have 
been - the dignity of extremity, final escape from routine. No stars are 
visible now; I feel illuminated inside. 

k k k k 

“Good morning, sir; there’s a letter for you from the Professor.” 

(Tear it out: T need to see you urgently in Room 501 at 11.15 am.) 
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I’m crumbling and dozing with delusions, trying to deride the serious, mock 
the consequential. Loaded drips of being, stalactites and stalagmites of 
experience, ultimately join. At least there’s not too long to wait for the last 
reflections. 

Yes; there have been past moments of cold feet, which I could always string 
together, be cumulative. I never reached this point of thought in any of the 
old waiting rooms. They were all middles, and this is my self-willed end. 
But what satisfaction will it give me, and why do I now use a personal 
pronoun? Break up that word into its components - one and two, and infinite 
adverb. It’s a strange reflection on the human psyche that those two parts 
should be shoved together to make a qualifier - three, seven, five, two . . . 
God knows why, and there’s no specialist at hand to enlighten me. I’ll 
concretise those figures, declare them blobs on the blank dice of my 
imagination. 

(Will there be a timed explosion - delayed action retort? However much 
they are repeated, real answers always detonate . . . the 

commissionaires never once bothered to check my baggage. They simply 
yawn at their routine instructions. Anyway, who in their right minds would 
suspect a member of staff? It seems that the greatest subtleties are beyond 
the pale of responsibility. But it may go off in a week’s time.) 

At this moment (as precise as my desire for definition - no more, no less), I 
cannot tell whether time is standing still, or has accelerated beyond human 
comprehension. Sometimes I feel those springs relaxing, drifting back and 
forth - their rotary inertia attuning them to absolute scales. Another half 
hour has bitten me off to chew. I am the acme of virus endeavour, struggling 
for my own disembodiment. I sense that the disembodied soul claims a finer 
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power of reason, and that I still have far to go. I have not yet managed to 
parallel the pre-existent. 

I’m sure someone’s been up to something fishy in the boiler room and the 
laboratories. Somewhere, in those locked cellars and chambers, there is a 
whole web of dials and wires. They are all set to beam impulses onto me, the 
super-membrane, viscous and glutinous to boot, but ribbed with punctuation 
hardware. Something has happened to me; hitherto I could never make that 
connection. The surgical knife has struck home. 

In retrospect, my circular walk somehow feels more meaningful than all the 
linear obliques which preceded it. Have I made the necessary incision? Am I 
now wrapping the bandage round it? At least it no longer feels as if I’m 
dragging dead weights behind me. Here, now, the dictator is a great calm 
while circular twinges ripple from my brain; they remind me of my tape 
recorder. I think it was getting a bit dicey; the tapes kept getting twisted. It 
was much the same with people, though technical hitches with people are 
not quite so obvious - outside the area of high explosives, that is. Gelignitic 
people do exist, and I may already have met some of them. 

Those swarms in the corridors; they all feel like my own extended limbs of 
status and authority, to be amputated in seconds. I am a worker ant, 
activated by the colony’s central nervous system (they’ve got the Queen in 
the boiler room). My million lookalikes are all one, me, alone, multiplied by 
optical illusions and wishful thinking, without mirrors. All the time I watch 
myself am my own computer surveillance service, using my brain-cells as 
microchips. In due course, computers will probably be generated from 
microbes, inside tanks. Bleep back, pick on random reference points. I’m 
now on the steering column of my fan tasy car. Just hold on, and the vehicle 
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should expand, grow amphibious. Hell’s heels are getting worn down by 
being driven so long through oblique angles. 

Pine needles spill into my brainbox. Why? But then, that’s every 
phenomenon’s right, organic or no. Right? Surely that’s a dubious term 
when I am, in every respect, ambidextrous. But right’s very survival as a 
word vindicates its integrity. And I’m not the only pebble on the beach. It’s 
always had more derivatives than left ever had. It’s a pity sinister came to 
be a pejorative. But could I ever have thought otherwise, even for a 
moment? Moment? That is absurd, considering my own hard-won sense of 
real time structure; but again present, if only as pure sound. 

I’ve gone full circle again. These thoughts are distractions, which should be 
foregone. The needles must be allowed to repeat themselves into their ribbed 
pattern. This reminds me of tuning my radio. That unadulterated interference 
always gave me such a sense of purity. It was so much more substantial than 
the programmes it intersected. 

Deadening facts obtruded there, digitally digestible, degenerative ... Oh 
doggerel! But why slam the poor canines because of that first syllable? Give 
them their due; they’re not perverse; they never overstep the bounds of 
survival and procreation. But human beings blind and mute each other at 
will. It is they, and not the animals, who have perverse power centres. 
Whoever would have known, whoever would have thought, how could any 
thought have entered my mind if it had been ‘never-minded’, consented to 
and laughed off so much for so long? Once again, hiatus grumbles its way 
through itself, the essence of motion, sine qua non ofprogress. 
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It would be great to go to sleep now, and get a fleeting sense of satiety. I 
envisage the sleeping and walking viewpoints lashed together with piano 
wire, and the linking thongs hammered, tempered to organise the universe 
into chords. Just now, discords and erratic syncopation needle me. They 
sound like the pulp mill for a paper universe - all those beatings, 
demolitions, releases, affirmations, compensations, reassurances. This room 
was forged by concussion, resounded ceaselessly from the moment it could 
carry the name of an interior. Hammers are the most obvious things to start 
with: wood and metal at right angles, junctions of multifarious plunderings 
from nature. Would the same be suitable for the head? Not now, obviously; 
charcoal went out of use long ago. But in my greater scale, maybe . . . these 
windows would look good in a museum. 

Come off it! In a minute, you’ll have some hammering to do in the 
interviewing room. I’m thinking backwards if I put the hammer before the 
nail, or the means before the end... or is that intrinsic to basic rotation? 



Even without emotional strings attached, facts are hard and divisive. In 
writing about them, equilibrium between stress and relaxation is rare. While 
wounds, near open, are still smarting, they control the flow. As they heal, it 
weakens. It’s the hardest thin in the world to make momentum transcend its 
prime catalyst. 

Their basalt obstinacy, liquefied to violent energy, may burst my flimsy dam 
of self-containment, and release me - with an enhanced power to gratify my 
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main desires. No problem stands alone; each one has a latent sparring 
partner. Though enormous, my isolation is not absolute, and through this 
coming confrontation I’ll grow a voice. 

(The bastards! They always put it so nicely, don’t they?) 

“Do you have anything to say about our decision?” 

“I hope that due consideration has been given to my research project which, 
at the Department’s behest, has been my priority for the past six months.” 

“Indeed it has: copies of this have been circulated among all members of the 
Board. We now need to confer on this matter. Could you kindly wait in the 
Common Room till we call you.” 

I hope it’s hit them like a star shell, cracked open their little brain boxes. I 
always wanted to break down the barriers between languages by probing 
their origins, get all those molecular syllables into a common potage, so 
thick it’s nearly solid. 

In confrontation with solidity, resistance, apparent exclusion, lies true 
freedom. I’ve been trying to apply the same process to my vocabulary and 
my surroundings, grow strong enough to evoke a straight line. I am a river’s 
central current, neither scumming the top nor scraping the moss on the bed. 
Now I am pure liquid, galvanised by gravity. Pure gas I attained by 
squashing aeons. My shell is a network of gulleys, sprawling me over jagged 
heights. So there’s the universal extension . . . but how do I really feel now, 
these last few seconds before the verdict, cornered, all the pressures slashing 
me with their intersections - giving me, in limbo, all of the pain, while 
hanging the decision and choking me. I know I’m a hypochondriac, but I 
might be really ill. 
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It was essential to break off the relationship, but against my better 
judgement. I still miss some of it. When it’s all sewn up, there’s the ultimate 
pain of having witnessed something I ought to report - while sympathizing 
deeply with those I saw. Now I fear for my life. Danger lurks in every 
shadow. 


"k Jc k k 

It’s good that I can always forestall my psychiatrist. Word for word, I know 
what to say. 

“At some point in time, unspecified, I was extrapolated from this planet by 
an unnamable agency, then reimposed on the world. I wrought some havoc 
and left a few deserts in my wake. My doom (concentrated before you) is to 
be re-absorbed into the earth, make fertile tracts to nurture heinous plants for 
bad medicine.” 

“Good; good’’, he’ll concede; obviously you feel as if you had taken some of 
this bad medicine, and it has conjured up visions for you, titillating your 
power complexes. ” 

“I added to the bad ones, to thicken up the eternal megatons. That’s how 
Satan and his miners strike me now - mineral vultures, picking my absorbed 
flesh clean of ore. There’s a rumbling in the distance. It’s those illuminated 
devils down below, driving trolley loads of pitchblende.” 

Nobody yet really knows what happened in the smelting process. Things 
grow into themselves, and are transferred by growth ... So my guilt about 
the big explosions made me sympathize with the small ones? Ultimately, the 


39 



small ones always fail, but the depth of their failure illuminates the 
shallowness of worldly success. 

For a moment I was one again, numb to the passing policeman’s uniform, 
cut in two by feeling bigger than myself Precious few of my threads have 
survived those intersections. Only the ensuing pain guides me to the absolute 
fissures, without which water could never flow. Whenever a body enters the 
field of gravity, it turns against itself, thrust by the friction with particles in 
the air, and gravity shrugs it off into the ubiquitous black hole. What is this 
essential friction, this heat which fixes all centres, draws all into itself and 
then repels all, this energy that leaves nothing alone? What is this crust 
which stops heat from coming to terms with itself? Did it cheat? 

“Could you come in now, please.” 

It’s remarkable how nice, friendly and relaxed people can be once the know 
they’re getting rid of you. They regurgitated my script, verbatim - they’re 
quite within their rights to rip off my ideas, drat them. I’ve got 48 hours to 
appeal if I wish . . . but no . . . 

k k k k 

“Hello. I hope it’s not awfully impetuous of me, but I really need to see you 
urgently; my life has hit a crisis. Would this evening be OK? 

“I thought you’d call. Make it around 7.30.” 

Before me all clear outlines fade, subside, patted by lowering winds, singing 
wires, modulated innuendos. All I notice, all ideas I form, have three 
qualities. So much for the substantive. Not twist, coil, encircle, deflect, 
control; the clear dynamic of the verb whips, congeals its amorphous 
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counterpart. Even as I breathe, I wind, making my will and my direction. Or 
does something greater breathe through me? Something, somewhere, 
somehow, activates that current; there is an ultimate logic to its motion, 
tempered, motivated by apparent fractures of logic. It depends on an orbital 
pattern, but I can only make wild guesses at the number of orbits which may 
depend on it. It could be the heat; and just how much insulation does the 
earth’s crust provide? 

What is it? He, who, or that which, gives a name. There I go again, back to 
that tacky ball, that spheroid flypaper for my syllables (until I can accept 
them in their true essence. But in the final essence, one cannot give anything 
a completely nameless sign, and even at its foggiest, any extant sign 
represents a mass of potential names . . . What’s this? The lowest number 
in a vulgar fraction which names the parts into which an integer fits. 

There! The key to my destiny, piercing like a decimal point, slashing into a 
dividing line! By the reductive process, I have gained the power of 
nomenclature; now I can subdivide the universe to infinity. Being now 
down to one, I am absolute proof against being cancelled out to zero and so 
am unrivalled, the supreme imposer of categories. That status was gained 
through negating strife. 

In the chasms, voices of approval and disapproval try to shout each other 
down. Then, from the bowels and the craters, comes a grinding consensus - 
perhaps because they had grown tired, aching to be freed from the burdens 
of thought - the curse of me, the harpy, forever taunting them with relentless 
analytical queries. Power could assuage me and relieve them. So now I’m 
either in heaven or on mental hunger strike, torn between a quicksand and a 
lagoon. 
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I cannot give or take much more. Soon I must leave, looking much as I did 
on my arrival. Mannerly membranes dress myriad wounds. The deepest 
wisdom is really just endless juggling with 26 symbols, 10 digits - lines and 
curves thrown together in random patterns - unless soundwaves can be 
refracted. 

My main impulses race ahead, eluding my senses. Just outside, there’s a 
small lawn, graced by birds and punctuated by worms. As for the other 
vault, I know exactly what to snap out of, what to obliterate for the sake of 
living in the present. All my experiences can be consigned to the deep 
freeze. Strange to think that, every time I exhale, the pack of ice thickens, 
laminates and melts its colour spectrum, multiplies its luminescence. But 
how much deeper, how much richer life would be if one could breathe 
through ice! Those poor mammoths had the circle come round to them after 
the ice-age anaesthetic had apparently put them out of their misery. 

All those columns around me have been damped, diluted, then congealed 
into dull masses. It feels as if they were seeds of lava, gaining a protective 
crust with air’s and water’s aid, dropped back to sprout it the fertile ooze, a 
rocky forest. But now they are frozen, making no clouds in air or water. 
Now they space out the elements and force pellucidity into my visual world, 
lacerating me with every clear edge. I’ve long thought my memory was 
being programmed by some external power - its modes of selection totally 
beyond my will. Or maybe my memory has taken the initiative, and my so- 
called will or reason is just one of its aspects, mis-named, whose application 
has engendered most of humanity’s ills . . . (So I have finally reduced myself 
to the supremacy of a virus, with infinite capacity to multiply) 
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Why has its hold been so protracted? So that the will may be defined, its 
specific reference telescoped into its general? To make an exhaustive 
document for my personal posterity? There’s a telling connection, an 
underlying fatalism in all self-styled human endeavour, a craving for 
monuments to be erected in one’s honour before one has started to live, 
search for a justification, a reason (a premise, especially when placed after 
its conclusion?). As I always thought, the end always comes first in life - 
therefore I must reach some conclusion at the outset, so as not to be clogged 
by those gushes of experience which force themselves through the middle, 
battering me with their edges as they genuflect before gravity. The conflict 
of forces within me seems to be approaching a climax . . . high-tension 
wires, the inner tautness of my rational control plucked, wrenched and 
beaten, counterpointed in pain by the blind buffeting of others. Some seem 
already to have been broken into free motion. 

But by accepting the inevitable, even if only for a moment (and there is no 
celestial excuse for doing so) I shall fall headlong down an infinite shaft 
until some solid piece of discontinuity concusses me to stasis, breaking all 
shells, leaving me free to range far beyond thought’s bounds - for, of its 
nature, no discontinuity is absolute. 

But has it really happened? I’ve been getting terrible dizzy spells of late. 
Where does one draw the line between hypothesis and unrecognised 
objective fact - or am I, myself that line? 

She lives just the other side of the cemetery. It’s strange how root 
experiences are sometimes thrown together. What will she be wearing? 
Maybe a bright pink jumpsuit, its colour corresponding to some of those 
remembrance wreaths. Funerals are the great coagulators - affirmers of 
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continuity, persuading the survivors that they are queuing up for some 
purpose. But until it really is my turn, they are a mere sop - a comforting 
distraction. Life is brittle - double-edged and two-faced. For everyday 
expediency, people blank off all sense of the absolute with walls and buffers 
- though individually mortal, seeming so permanent. Those winking lights 
subtly link funerals with shallow life. 

(Hopefully she ’ll give me a mental turkish bath, rub off a few grimy layers of 
leathery hide. Knowing my exact birth time, I can break some preliminary 
ice with a chart.) 

All my life I have constantly been referred to a succession of empty rooms, 
affording minimal comfort. To my comprehension, this served no coherent 
purpose - just felt like random rules, pins on a board. For so long the 
meanings of life felt like mere punctuation marks within yawns - aimless, 
driverless buses grinding to empty halts at non-termini in the middle of 
nowhere. While yearning for my release through a broken spring or 
stoppage, I’ve been piling up columns of overwork and humour to break 
down the clock’s segments. 

Too long have my barbed wire thoughts corroded in the elements. Blunted, 
rusted points do more damage than do clean, sharp ones. Now power forces 
me to reflect upon the full implications of laughter - recommendations to 
suicide pacts spoken in meaningful jest, shouted across desolate valleys, 
flooding them with echoes as they start scaling mountains, make that final 
parade of futility, be it never so icy ... a crampon failed, a grip was lost, a 
cry modulated through its full range and depth by trajectory and chasm - 
though no gamut registers if the wind fails to whistle. 
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Is all this apparent inner anguish and self-searching mere wishful thinking 
about a print-run? No; it can’t be - I’ve been under that mill already, back in 
the choking caverns of the old days - seen viscometers halted, imbalance 
leading to tackiness, clogged drums, misfeed, misregister, slitters and 
creasers chewing up hapless sheets, while the rest preen themselves like 
paper darts. I have seen gravure plates’ recesses, used micrometers, done 
paper chemistry too, seen each character emerge through vats of frothing 
pulp, streaked black with embossed, rolled, repeatable, disposable thoughts - 
seen the streaks rise rampant, to tie up my brain-bundles. This is the bedrock 
of any revolution - in though or in deed. Now old patterns are powdered - 
maybe to go into the new ink. Meanwhile I feel like a hollow vessel for an 
old, cracked corporate voice to resound from. But the next bombshell is 
imminent, and it will break the grippers’ teeth. 

In many quiet places, the old kneel in prayer. Their upward movements are 
shields against me. Only twice in my life did I react to a situation quickly 
enough to say, on the spot, what I thought. That was a psychic explosion and 
a passport to ostracism. It took ages for their substance to get through to my 
betes noires. By some standards, I had bitten the hands that fed me, bowled 
over what I had come to terms with. To them, by great act of self-assertion 
was just a cop-out. Anyone can stick the tag of ‘excuse’ on any action - 
credit it with slanted, twisted motivation: patience, reticence, cowardice, 
tact, courage, desperation . . . each tag can only be defined by its context, 
and contents are living, malleable, fragile. As they break, they move 
outwards. Astrally strengthened, nearing the sun, they open up intermediary 
space. 
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Hitherto that brilliant vision only scraped the surface of massed thought. 
Now the non-linear modes must saturate humanity, disentangle the knots of 
confusion binding old structures. 

But what would my surroundings be like if everything I knew as a linear 
edge or surface became circular? After all, most apparent points are really 
circular. I’ve sometimes seen the partial effect in mirrors - most 
illuminating. There’s an ongoing process of geometrical absorption - 
tributary straight lines are melting into primary ones. Vertical ones seem to 
predominate, but only if one accepts uncritically the illusion of static 
horizontals. Everything could be diagonal. 

My chamber has become perfectly rounded. It’s either a space ship or a 
diving bell. This marks the end of my beginning - a sensory hammering 
home of the earthbound, sphere-bound state. Now to proceed: I can move in 
two directions: orbit in harmony with gravity, or break that hold, and enter 
the non-light, the fear of full knowledge. This all reminds me of old vinyl 
records. I used to think each one only had one groove, which coiled towards 
a centre - another slab of barred time, blowing up my objective by pushing 
me away from it. 

One focus of anticipation has been wiped out. The next is tidally honed and 
magnified. Many of my fears were eliminated when realised, removed from 
the dread unknown. The remainder, beyond name or label, gravitate towards 
my hopes. All coalesce as one feeling. It’s only a few hundred yards to go. 

My mind is still unreliable. What would it be like to lose a limb? When I see 
people with walking sticks, crutches, frames and wheelchairs, I sense that 
they think and feel much as I do, but that their losses have sharpened their 
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intact faculties. They seem to have gone one stage beyond me in attuning to 
the universe - though I never saw any points of impact that I could accept as 
being elementally accidental. 

The road drills grind on around the entrail pipes. Something is boiling up. 
Anger? Linked to the imperative mood? No; the imperative, the ultimate 
common denominator, outweighs the aggregate of aggression. This 
flashback is a flash forward, for bifocals are no universal. 

Dense flocks of birds are circling, arching overhead - flights of varied 
strains weaving into, out of each other, as they cover up land and sea, their 
cries at a piercing, serrated pitch. 

So I’m beginning to doubt my own mortality. All censure and ostracism, 
explicit or implicit, suspends life. In one act it halts it and preserves it, defers 
death and severe illness (given that the latter provides releases, wipes slates 
clean). Any finality suggested by these conditions is illusory. Once one 
realises the full extent of the estrangement, one bears the burden of a 
provisional immortality. Nor can one sleep. But such a sentence has its 
positive side. It reassures one of health, of survival capacity, of hope that 
one may posthumously attract attention on earth. 

I was inoculated against diphtheria, tetanus and typhoid, and have had local 
anaesthetics at the dentist’s. Through these I learned the true nature of pain 
and protection, and was immunised against the lure of the junkie’s needle. 

Now thoughts of love, death and heaven crisscross. It’s a lovely bright day 
now, enough wind to animate the petals, leaves and skirts. I must exclude all 
aggression from this encounter. The next turning is her street. (As a 


47 



composite of perishable elements I’m probably less vulnerable than I would 
have been as a man of metal). 

Most of those I’ve met are blind and ignorant, secure in their prejudices. 
Thinking they know all the answers, they cut down the number of possible 
ones. If there were really no more infinity of potential answers for each 
question - but only one, for all, the world would shatter. That must finally 
be, an is ultimately desirable - but not yet. . . 

As life goes on and horizons, hopefully, broaden, the conviction behind each 
one is weakened - so my life has mirrored all. Forced to reflect on the nature 
of interrogation, I split and fuse. The question mark has always rather irked 
me. Isn’t its form rather absurd - a hook, a staff and a blob? Shouldn’t it go 
back to the flag and shield where it belongs? The true spirit of enquiry 
merits a completely different symbol - maybe incorporating a circle and a 
star. Get that into everyone’s head and questioning would no longer be a 
compound of ignorance and inhibited commands. 

Constantly changing my locks, and never throwing the old keys away, I have 
a big collection of redundant keys. So-called normality is certainly far away 
at the moment. It’s up to me to determine whether it’s above or beneath me. 
If the cold ensures self-preservation, it may well be above. As for surgery, I 
am performing that on myself - and with perfect aplomb too. Therm , Theo 
Rem - God thing of Mathematics. Better steer clear of idolatry, though; I’ll 
stop at the peak of concepts, before I go trailing off into muted initials. 

But if I do this sort of thing, will my soul remain intact? Probably. I’ve 
always wanted to travel, by any available means. Even an old dugout canoe 
would do. Unfortunately, every voyage leaves its residue, explicit or 
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implicit, on the place visited. No obscure comers have been left unrecorded 
on this wom-out earth. As for what lies beyond it, the Physics Department 
were not all that helpful . . . though their secrecy might mean that their 
microfilms are surreptitiously restoring the unknown - maybe tonight. 
Maybe the mine shafts are not inaccessible after all. 

•k k k k 

This is the house. As I expected, it’s got an answerphone. (Iam an incubator 
for the next Great Plague - the global cleanser. I’d love to ravage all the 
world’s dossiers. Dear old double dossier - shield and curse for me, and for 
those wretched millions alike - and a barrier between me and them, 
protected by immunising, deadening rays. It must be great to be an antibody. 
But I can probably become one by electrifying myself, thinking charged 
identities into my corpuscles - positive for the red, negative for the white. 
I’ll programme a great slice of telepathic radiation to beam everywhere in 
the form of hiccups and dud signals, coordinated for the grand deception, 
the great pretence of an alternative programme. Now I’m on my own mental 
pirate barge, making illicit broadcasts with my extra-corporeal transmitter. 

“Come on in; I’m on the tenth floor. You’ll have to walk up; the lift isn’t 
working.” (Here we go: I wonder what she’ll be like. Of course, I could be 
walking into some sort of trap. But so what? I can only really get to know 
anything by first-hand experience.) 

They want to whisk me off to their sensory deprivation cell, but I’ll out¬ 
manoeuvre them. They have underestimated the power of the dictionary. I’ll 
pretend to have been reduced to a cipher, and gain the power of a prime 
factor to blow their calculations. 
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I am worn out; my emotions feed me no more energy. But with my pocket 
calculator I can, and must, forestall all unnecessary duplications. I’ll confine 
the passions to restricted channels - to my final benefit. They’re really only 
fluids and charges - though my personified idees fixes keep on nagging at 
me to think they’re more. There’s a hush in this last airlock of isolation. 
Things are now revving up for their first positive focus. On these grinding 
steps and graveled walls I sense a positive nothing, beyond all cognizance 
and will. This is good: ideas are getting exteriorised, cloaking themselves 
with form. Now I can treat that lousy flesh-tag personal pronoun as a 
relative. The quarter fades into the third. Facing nothing, the egg-timer sands 
are intractable. 

These last few seconds make my mind feel razor-sharp. Have those walls 
been primated with emulsion . . . one liquid suspended in another? That’s 
just how I feel. Colloid - though apparently dissolved, cannot pass through 
a membrane. What’s this identical word? Inhere? Yes; I am - to stick, to 
remain - not for long. I am satisfied. I was always sensitive to the presence 
and power of glue, and to its limitations. 

My words cohere, showing no inclination to drop off the sticky membrane of 
syntax . . . Synteresis - conscience as a guide for future action. But my 
conscience is exhausted; all the demands on it are, for the time being, sated. 
I realise that a fool might be touching their extremities. His preoccupations 
may resemble piece of mice or lumps of fat shedding their transient forms, 
getting down to sheeted, shifting reality. Or is that so-called reality just a 
lull before the blue smoke and the scorching? 

I always fancied myself as a live wire, curren t and wire in one, with part of 
me earthed, planetted, bound . . . Szygy: conjunction or opposition, the 
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period of a new or full moon. I never thought the ends of the alphabet could 
combine to make any really sharp contrast, let alone be astrally beamed. 
There’s a moving light shining through the window. I have always trusted 
my chart - the way all those lines and circles linked in the universe. How 
often did I yearn for my own eclipse? It is strange that, against all reason, 
the crescent shape is no more than a balance of light and shade. 

These steps are very hard on my feet. The climb feels like eternity. It would 
be very convenient to have a giant chess set here, use the steps as squares, 
be my own black and white, be every pierce from pawn to king. But there’s 
the next letter: Tachitoscope: an instrumen t which flashes images, sentences 
etc. on a screen for brief, exactly timed periods, now used essentially to 
increase reading speed. (So far I’ve done this without gadgetry - but not for 
much longer. My cerebral screens, timers and correctors can’t take much 
more strain.) 

“Hi; do come in.” 

(How fabulous when first meetings go a little beyond fantasy. What a figure! 
What a tan! What features and style . . . that jumpsuit outlines all the 
contours with ripples. Menace tinges the magnetism, as hoped. I’m taking 
the plunge. Will it be into light or darkness?) 

Are the germs multiplying now? Germs or ideas of the metabolism? There is 
a link; the latter are so absorbing as linguistic clusters, so exquisitely 
compounded through the organic bank to mirror the finality of their 
isolation, their concentration. When correctly timed, they protect health. So 
here we go. I sense disasters drawing me to oblivion, with the rest of 
humanity in my train, to clear my thoughts. Permutated catastrophes now 
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shrink me in my own eyes. What will they be? Earthquake, freak climate, 
car crash, plane crash? With the first, the crust breaks open. I always wanted 
to get inside a volcano, but I would be terribly disappointed to find one that 
really was extinct. 

Titanic? I, rather than my vessel, merit that title. It’s a pity there can’t be 
any great eruptions without a residue of ash, all grey and cooled. Forest fires 
leave a kindred residue. I get my idea of the elements from the signs of their 
handiwork, even though most of these signs have emerged from imbalances, 
disruptions of their structures. 

I see steaming vents, cinder cones, new lakes boiling wrenched cavities. A 
curfew sways. The President is due. The mountain is hungry, and longs to 
slough off a moraine. First there swept a steaming inland tide, to be 
overcapped by a marine wave. There and then, fire pushed water beyond 
itself for it was stronger than its quencher, which it could use as an 
instrument, giving the sea a rage beyond its nature. The Exits are barred to 
that life can go on as normal. The ash turned into a tacky coat of glue 
covering the city. There are pillars of steam, rocket trails of water. The 
volcano has broken its ribs and shed its skin. There are rollers of flame; now 
fire has taken water’s form. Sulphur pervades all. Buildings turn into paper, 
while trees abandon all foliage. Shorts shocks are sharply separable. Now 
gas blows out from broken mains, raising and releasing crystal showers. 
Sometimes only explosions, blasting fire-breaks, can calm world flames. 

“My, you do think deeply, don’t you? I heard every word you thought.” 

(I think she did too. With the barest of introductions she can penetrate my 
brain cells and take all the words out of my mouth.) 
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“Please speak out the rest; I must hear you talk more.” 

“I feel a little strange and incoherent - as if some rather disturbing things 
might come out.” 

“Don’t be shy.” 

“Where do we all come from? The fault, the crack in the crust? At last! At 
last! One term fuses the elemental and the personal. All shifts and 
vacillations are traceable to that. When they were fragmented, their walls of 
private thought torn down, survivors had to shed their old lives. I am one of 
them, but having lived long with faults exposed, am more inclined than 
others to take calculated risks. With giants’ brains and hands I will ride the 
writhing crests of this bed-ridden old earth, be comfortable with all those 
prickly blankets, smooth its passages by devouring all artefacts, even those 
in mid-evolution.” 

“Earthquakes can be plotted in advance; they often ease tensions in faults 
swollen by underground torrents. But I am explosive. My seismic ripples 
abound, mass-human, mass-elemental. The form of mass-composite cannot 
be predetermined. Now the red zone is obliterated. That makes for the 
lethal no-man’s land.” 

“My goodness - you are Geminian, aren’t you? All your life you’ve been 
tom between caution and impulsiveness. I’m a Scorpio, by the way - eagle 
variety, I hope. I’ll be your guide. Go on.” 

(I made sure she noticed the passage. Its significance seemed to register on 
her, but she passed no remark about it. What does this silence mean? I love 
this allure of mind and soul: where would the other be without it? I’ll float 
on this thermal for a while, slowly, gently come to earth as the whole mind, 
the whole soul wills.) 
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“Ice melts into a flood, and the flood evaporates into a hurricane. Static 
electricity engenders fire. Now for the big winds: apparently warm, moist 
air masses, meeting cold, dry air masses get them moving. The sensation is 
so powerful that it seems almost radioactive, before the pain and the 
disease. Within the atmosphere, irresistible force meets immovable object - 
a funnel wind dancing on a tornado turntable.” 

“Right on the wavelength.” 

“Once he thought he could control nature, man grew ever more blind and 
careless. How long has he been throwing away his empty bottles, to 
magnify the sun’s rays, turn the sun into the harbinger of death, blaze the 
scorch-trail of eternity, bringing desert to the midst of the forest. But now, 
as his control grows ever more remote, what infinite frames can be 
engendered simply by dialling a wrong number?” 

“Swollen clouds make displacement overlap; mountains are poured into 
reservoirs. The water that nourishes, the water that drowns, is all one 
substance; the polarity lies in the application alone. The lowest minerals are 
restored to the air without mediation, stifle all attempts to reconcile them. 
All tainted with poison, the myriads fall.” 

“Artificial clouds, smaller in total scope, can have a greater impact on an 
individual - as when cooking fat boils over in a casino. Then sundry 
emissions, seemingly unrelated, are fused, and causal links glow to cross 
the bounds of perception. Fireballs twizzle on the roulette wheels, and the 
ensuing havoc is finally reducible to single digits. It’s on the wheel, and in 
a deck of cards, that man’s gambling with the elements is encapsulated.” 
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“The hollow columns of oil rigs are unsafe; sea-water is inadequate as 
ballast for them . . 

“Yes; you do like your margin of safety, don’t you? But so do I, I must 
admit; we all share human frailty. But attitudes to catastrophes are painfully 
contradictory. One so-called life structure is built around the probability of 
their happening, another around their unlikelihood. Come the holocaust, all 
paranoia will be externalised. Even now, its boundaries seem hazy and 
translucent; the demarcation lines are poised to disappear. I’ve got an 
insurance policy, but I don’t want it to mean anything, because I am so 
worried about what it cannot cover.” 

“I know where you’re at. One kind of complacency concentrates energy by 
repressing it, finally to trigger off the great explosion. The other ignores it, 
sometimes to similar effect, sometimes to greater. Just at a routine level, 
my few punctuation marks of carelessness seemed to direct, and to disrupt, 
far more than did all the callousness and negligence of those in real power.” 

“Good: I’m with you; it’s dual power, isn’t it? Nuclear and orbital.” 

“Then what really is in control? What are the lives of others, beyond the pale 
of our observations? Then again, if one only knows what the others 

are, one cannot apply those powers of observation to oneself. That’s an 
awfully tangled remark to make, but one can only secure anything by tying 
knots, one of which goes round oneself. Because of my poor eyesight I 
could not train as a pilot, and so became very shy of facing life’s problems, 
always kept my eyes peeled for the slightest suspicion of one. My hyper¬ 
vigilance probably made my blind spots devastating in their consequences, 
when they might have been localised and harmless ... at extreme altitudes 
and latitudes, aircraft are vulnerable to icing on the wings.” 
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“At least you’re not all at sea.” 

“I guess I’d better come down to earth again, and deal with the land- 
vehicles. I always wanted to cross the Sahara by sail-car combining land 
and sea in motion - so much more appealing than trains.” 

k k k k 

Through the window, wisps of smoke half-gel into corporeal shades, made 
lifelike by their own receding amorphousness, sustained by the wind even as 
it disperses them ... I detect a point of no return - as good here as 
anywhere else, since the idea of a predetermined end is a chimera, to be 
dissipated by the wind, concentrated on our lips. 

“You’ve got a marvellous feeling for the elements, and you express things so 
beautifully, even the jarring, disjointed bits. I want to see you move as you 
have spoken. Tomorrow; OK?” 

“Sure.” 

That really was empathetic timing. I doubt if I could have made it tonight: 
even with that unwind, I still feel pretty tense from the interview. Great to 
swim first, though - get that call-and-response body rhythm immersed in 
sunny green - blue, purple. What a masterly thrust of the foil; what an 
abscess lanced! 
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IV 


There have been some space-capsule disasters - minute imbalances turning 
the gas of life into high explosive. The reds kept things safe but clumsy with 
an admixture of nitrogen. But when freed from the force of gravity, I shall 
be helpless. Energy cannot be negatively stored. Static electricity is a 
menace. Precious quicksilver kept the planets healthy, sustained them as 
cosmic brigands. The purer might-have-beens were poisoned. Barometers 
have always kept me aware of that. An exploding reactor spawned, 
generated a ghoulish hybrid - Tetrachlorobenzodioxin - its molecule a string 
or closed chain of six carbon atoms, each with a hydrogen atom attached, 
used both for sanitation and genocide - those kindred processes. 

Starting with fantasies about reducing my experiences to charges, I got as far 
as breaking them down into molecules - half way point of equilibrium. The 
elements are locked in an eternal football match. In this game, a goal means 
that the vacuous and the neutral have been penetrated by the mobile, which 
is then rejected, or the static, which congeals. In abeyance, a goal area is a 
magnetic field, just as an unused dictionary is essentially empty . . . 

It worked out every bit as I had hoped. The sun was absolutely brilliant; the 
water could have been Mediterranean or tropical. She was the one I’d seen 
before, her body half-revealed in mauve, movements perfect in her second 
element. Smooth strokes, breast, back, front crawl, butterfly - relaxing, 
catalysing. Legs, shoulders and arms fell into a rhythm attuned to the pulse 
of love. Buoyancy uplifted as she scaled the springboard. She can lead me, 
mould me to match for the real encounter. We lay together on the sun deck. 
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“You still look a bit dazed and lost. Come on; tell me a bit more about 

yourself. 

“I always had a poor sense of direction. Getting around in strange cities, or 
strange districts in the ones I knew, was always a problem. At the crucial 
points and moments, I overshot turnings and went around in square circles. 
Having made the wrong move at the outset, I was trapped by my own 
misdirection. It avalanched, towering to overwhelm me. I had to ask myself 
- do the cities themselves restructure those avalanches and their moraines? 
If they were all blown up, would they gain in dignity on the landscape? Is 
there a deeper peace in the greater elements? I realised long ago that there 
is a scarred underside to every mode of security. Truth goes over and 
under us. That hurts. 

“But getting lost made me feel like an explorer. Mirage destinations spiced 
every itinerary. Latent qualities were always revealed in the most 
nondescript streets. Every building, every fence, every lamppost, grew 
gigantic, iridescent, blended into a labyrinth which kept its form before me 
when I had lost sight of all its components. In my dreams I rebuild all the 
main ruined cities of the world, and give them purity of form. 

“I’d like to make a show of breaking down structures in order to expand 
them, with a clear risk of cracking my shell of individuality, that dot and 
that line - mini-pillar of ego. At heart I’d love to drown in thought.” 

“Quite a laudable aim, surely ... I can see, from what you have said to me, 
that both stimuli and responses were there, but each seemed in a void, 
unconnected. And that was partly your doing. You were so greedy for 
impressions that you tried to cram the greater time-scales within your 
sensory boundaries, and nullify the ultimates that eluded them. But your 
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brain would not obey your senses. That was your great weakness, your 
great deviation, trying to bring your brain to heel, snuffing out its greater 
light. Yes; you felt you could fortify your senses by dehydrating your brain, 
sucking from it and through it all the vital fluids of the universe. 

“You thought you could convert one desert and one swamp into two fertile 
tracts. This can be done, but not by your methods. And your brain - no, 
your whole metabolism - was getting desiccated by that pressure. You were 
left reacting into a vacuum. Before long, you would have tried breathing in 
that vacuum - which would have been the end of you. But in searing pain 
you sensed that danger, and in panic rushed to the opposite extreme. You 
tried to empty your bloated sense-bag onto the world, flood the world with 
your warped, melted ego - turn all mankind’s artefacts into a mass of 
bombs. This too was wrong. Now congestion collides head-on with your 
exhaustion, and your false sense of purpose booms out its hollowness. Now 
all powers must be re-channeled, synthesised. I am your Director and your 
Defuser. I shall clear your brain and bring you back to your senses. You 
came to me at a time of pure convergence. Hitherto, you feared that 
activation might find an innocent, uninvolved target. Please rest assured 
that I am now involved, and will guide you out of fear. 

“As my self-awareness developed, I went through a lot of changes - dabbled 
in the occult too. Some bits and pieces did grab me, and to this day are 
ingrained in my memory. But as composites, none of the set structures of 
thought could absorb me.” 

“The world’s spiritual centre (and we may be lying on it at this very 
moment) rather resembles an acupuncture chart. The earth, after all, is a 
body. I had a treatment once, and it seemed to do a lot of good, though to 
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this day I cannot pinpoint what part of me - so much the better, perhaps, for 
it might have got everywhere. Now, with the approach of the next eclipse, 
extra rays will beam in on me. Most of them will be light but, necessarily, 
there will be some punctuation marks of black, or the light ones will have 
their black side. It’s a pity the cataclysms are so far away, and we can only 
sense the outer ripples. But what a relief it would be - always to have 
elemental gulfs as breaks between traumas (particularly when the latter have 
passed their peaks of intensity). But then, negative attitudes always engender 
mirage gulfs. All sensitive souls must think love into the elements and 
embrace, absorb the dark shafts, steering them to light, working out the 
blackness . . . (though dark desires’ fulfilment, heavily veiled, breathes . . .) 

Energy is all; matter is illusion. We must now siphon our powers into truth’s 
generator, pierce, tear matter’s false veil. Then we can draw on this power, 
to make the new mystic science . . . Yes; tonight, mind, soul and body fused 
into one form. 

What an idiot I was not to have realised that all the way along - overloading 
vacuous passages with spurious mystery. Ever since the split I’ve been 
looking for a spark of renewal, and there it’s going to be; there lies true 
health and sanity. But still, I must take care. What lies at the back of the 
mind sometimes surges forward under the pressure of larger issues, and we 
lose our shells when they still serve a protective function. There’s no looking 
back until the anticipation has been quenched. 

k k k k 

I’m not restructuring my thoughts as I pass through the gateway, so I must 
still be alive - a concentration of energy. My drilling nears the sources I 
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have absorbed many powers I long thought indigestible. As a pendulum, I 
must now change my bias. On reflection, the usual ban on tactile contact was 
a blessing. Neither of us had the slightest need or desire to use the one kind 
allowed, for one to keep the other afloat. We both started with intrinsic self- 
assurance. 

k k k k 

So there it is, exactly as I had left it - no sign of life. Though that fact is a 
blessing, it also unnerves me. It seems harmless enough, but is it giving out 
that impression to lull me into a false sense of security? If I stay with it for 
too long, it may destroy me. Henceforth, I must stay away for most of the 
time, and just pay it occasional respects. By dumping on it every ounce of 
my evasiveness, I can overcome my reticence in other areas. That, like 
today’s meeting, has hit the spoke on the head - driven it so deep that 
nobody can dislodge it. The blade is searing; I’ve had a cancerous tissue 
removed, and a healthy on grafted on, So maybe I’m screwed to a terminal 
on the cusp of the patriarchy/matriarchy divide, here energy will finally 
come to rest when exhausted by its own quest for acceptance. Hitherto, each 
of my extremes has taken on too many attributes of its opposite, and nullified 
its own dynamic. Tonight one floral eruption, nectar-based, will restore the 
balance of energy. 

Through my fatigue there appears an octagonal chamber without doors or 
windows. I pass through a tunnel, to melt into it. For a few seconds, this rear 
room goes back into my core memory. Against every warning, I tried 
forcing my universe to crystallise. Now I must take the consequences of my 
folly. The atom may still prove to me its basic creativity. The world’s power 
centres finally get down to electrons. What seems negative is really positive, 
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so there’s still some hope for me. What seemed negative is really positive, so 
there’s still hope for me. Core energies counteract homicidal tendencies 
aroused by backlogs of bad acquain tances getting ingrained in the memory. 
Subtle energy has spiraled into a coil, enveloping me, expanding and 
contracting in this space of spirit beyond a hexagon. 

Planing myself out of rutted syntax into smooth clarity, I sweep to the 
surface. In my new, pragmatic discourse, no tenses are allowed. How 
different would life be if all impulses really did roam freely in that octagon? 
If all their movements were fully plotted, I could get a real grip on the 
relativity of time. 

Once again the barometer is low; the mercury has contracted . . . better for it 
to be confined than to rush off like an aimless meteor, with all its toxicity . . . 

I feel a rush of adrenaline, another would-be impassioned oration in the 
universal cause. Frostbite sharpens the sensitivity, outlines just what it 
means to be perceived. Silence makes me uni-directional. 

V-agents, poison gases, less volatile than G-gases . . . there is the counter- 
subject in my verbal fugue. Holocausts! How convenient, in retrospect, are 
the absolute yardsticks for all stresses, fusing the roles of victim and 
perpetrator! 
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V 


I took a nibble out of the next hour before it started, making it easier to 
tackle the main chunk. One tenth, one sixtieth, one three-thousand-six- 
hundredth - multiplying to infinity even as I reduce, one-thousand-eight- 
hundredth, seven thousand two hundredth . . . two thirds over, just coming 
up to three quarters, one third diminishing to a quarter: zero hour imminent. 

For good or bad, categories still strengthen and lubricate my threads of 
sanity . . . funny how the feeling of teetering on the edge of one’s grip can be 
the very anchor which it strives, and seems, to negate, assure you that you 
are at least an asteroid - and could even be a great revolving world. 

Giddiness suspends. My surfaces collapse around me, but I adhere. My 
static suspension cannot last forever, but the force which sustains it 
could accelerate - maybe get me up to escape velocity. My tired watch tells 
me I’m speeding up. It’s a wonder I know anything at all, when all answers 
have been blown, all questions ever multiplied. Masses angled, curved, 
threaded and bunched to an optical morass, face, in unison, serried biros. 
Am I destroying the continuity of events, making one great blur - or am I 
dividing my material into digestible segments? 

k k k k 


“Come on in.” 

(Her place is so tasteful, so restful. . . those absorbing softnesses . . . that 
all-purpose couch . . .) 

“We must pick up on this morning’s threads.” 
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(Let’s be absorbed by the upholstery and go through an arc of eye contact 

between 45 and 360 degrees.) 

“Come on; out with it.” 

“One needs double vision to see clearly. Bi-focal obligations are a thing of 
the past ... I wonder how many of my reflexes are still in the grip of my 
remote past, how much of the present goes over me like water over 
oilskins, or if some present objects have enough time-links to tune in to the 
great cumulative dynamic. For so long I just wanted to live in the present, 
but the present is concerned mainly with surfaces, with glossing things 
over, discarding them - with little hope of future archaeologists ever 
putting them to right.” 

(We really do fit into each other like complementary strata. The intervening 

layers vibrate with messages.) 

“I suffer from an over-developed critical faculty which squashes those 
precious, elusive gut-responses. Eventually, of course, they will out - but 
what a difference if one knows where. The submergence leads to inertia, 
swathed in a mirage halo of speculation. I was often warned of its 
dangers.” 

“Whenever migraine attacks me, there is always that soothing harpy of a 
demagogue ranting inside my head, battering and fluttering - and the 
menace within me, to be feared and contained. I’ve read a lot of comforting 
psychology books; they convinced me that such figures are, essentially, 
nonentities, to be deflated by laughter. So, I imagine, could a few million 
helpless wretches, whom I have only ever seen in photographs - however 
much I want to be one of them. Implementing an idea always 
depersonalises its perpetrators and its sufferers. 
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Hilarity flushed her face: “Tongue-twisters never shed any light on 
anything. Does suffering increase when the beautiful bases of vengeance 
are undermined? Is positive imprisonment really more extreme than any 
limbo of waiting, while it lasts, giving out enormous lengths of hanging 
rope to tie in knots of multiplication . . 

(She nudged me to take over the talking.) 

“I’d quite like to take my watch apart and reassemble it. But whenever I 
open it up at the back and start to tamper with the cogs, it bleeps in chaos, 
and I have to take it back to the jeweller’s. Great to gum up the works like 
that, on a really large scale, but then, if I tried to do that, say, by short- 
circuiting the electricity, I’d be back to Square One - on one of those 
oxygen tents at the hospital.” 

“Ah: so now it’s all coming out. The world, you feel, has been abusing you 
from the start. You were abandoned, weren’t you, but mere seconds before 
exposure took a fatal toll, you were brought back into the warmth of the 
hospital (I can imagine the sun recoiling against what it had helped to 
engender). 

“Long ago I helped to erect a helter-skelter tower. When hauling up the 
planks, I had to keep perfect balance. Then, when the planks were in place, 
they were only held level by the weight of my feet. I felt I would topple 
and see stars - an unconscious astronomer, crippled, without a telescope. 
Say what you like, but I think the progress of astrology parallels that of 
medical science. For years I mistrusted both equally, as having parity of 
irrelevance to my life. But on reflection, I decided that astrologers were 
more isolated, and therefore, according to my rationale, more likely to 
stumble on the truth. On first hearing, their statements seemed amorphous. 
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But through passage of time they accreted substance, and now their 
semblance of deficiency draws me to their field. In the long run, liquid or 
gaseous opinions often prove more substantial than do outwardly 

solid ones. Hazes can enhance the clear views that lie beyond them.” 

“You had to go through quite a misty maze to find your sense of direction, 
didn’t you? Much can be made of chippings and filings; some of them are 
magnetic. But this obsession of yours may just be a symptom of closet 
hypochondria. And to effect a cure, one must go beyond symptoms. Yes; I 
am sounding you out, triggering off explosions to get your depth, your 
bedrock.” 

“All who knew me credited me equally with shallowness and profundity. Of 
course, some profundity is inherent in shallowness - the ability to stay with 
surfaces, and the near-immediacy of a bottom in opposition. But we must 
never forget that the specific gravity of our bodies is quite low, and most 
depths give it the buoyancy of rejection after token absorption (So I love 
depth’s resilience). 

“In rejecting you, humanity thought, falsely, that it had jettisoned dead 
weight, enhanced its efficiency.” (Her gaze was knowing, penetrating). 
“Tell me about your sessions with the astrologer.” 

She gave me a chart, with segmented circles, some triangles and 
quadriulaterals - then a verbal rundown. At first I felt I had not retained it. 
But its very seeping, sinking into surface oblivion assured me that my 
subconscious was watertight. The struggle to achieve was rewarding it itself 
.. . She undid my jacket. 

“Hmm: psychic insights take their time . . . planetary patterns always have 
tangible human manifestations. This area abounds in enigmas - no mortal 
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really knows their overall number, location, density or degree of dispersal. 
The most influential can only show the merest shadow of a fraction of what 
is going on. It is, of course, your quest to look them up; I am partially 
attuned. I can give you some guiding lines, lead you so far, but no further. ” 
“Beware of the word influence. This implies, urges direct action when you, 
above all, are striving for the inner life and transcendence of the concrete 
(my first cue for suspicion). Astrology does not yield its findings easily. 
Remember: when something baffles you, you have hit on a vital clue, but 
not by clairvoyance, psychometry or telepathy, though you clearly have 
those powers. 

“Because of your attachment to the intellectual plane, you have blanked 
yourself off from the finer realms of intuition. Now the latter are chafing at 
their boundaries, building up explosive tension. Now the blind can, and 
must, be raised. (Her fingers ran along my ribs, then down, contented, to 
find my abdomen comfortably fiat and lean.) 

“You must prepare for a spiritual stance . . . everything moves; all those 
suppressed, static, inanimate qualities are behind your eyes and ears, inside 
your nerves. Through intuition you will soar way beyond them; with its 
help your soul can gain escape velocity from humanity. (Lightly she feels, 
finding my waist quite slender too; our breathing fuses in counterpoint.) 

“In our present, under-evolved state, we have an inflated idea of humanity’s 
share in the universe. Perhaps, if one sets out pragmatically to be inhuman, 
one may redress the balance.” 

So: as I thought all the way along - or told myself I did; at the tip of all this 
gentleness, there is a poisoned barb . . . she’s having a go at hypnosis, 
egging me on to do some dirty work. Were I now as I was before, I’d get up 
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and run for it. But not now. My blade is keener. My counterthrust can easily 
put her off-balance. She’s taken off her shoes; I’ll follow suit. Outside the 
banshees howl. They’ve got things wrong. Whoever is born, whatever is 
done from now on, will bear the imprint of an indelible present. Key 
moments are repeatable, elastic - recorders of events, and events recorded. 

“Isn’t the idea of free will incompatible with the synchronisation of 
planetary movements?” 

“Apparently so - but one must go beyond appearances. Though one is bound 
by the terrestrial one may, by embracing them wholeheartedly, break their 
stifling mould and enter a realm of freedom. That’s a very good description 
of a wish, or a desirable state. You must now try and extend it beyond 
verbal and rational bounds, and I am here to guide you.” 

(And it’s now coming so close, narrowing the air barrier to touch contact, 
and the barrier between the auditory and the tactile. Uniting mind and the 
senses in her clinch, she plays out disrobing’s prelude.) 

“It must be rather like driving a car, handling a complex of pressures and 
retractions.” 

“Quite true. In my development, I’ve gone through all the clutches, chokes 
and gears. And my act of creation was suspended for a long time. Only 
long after the suspension was lifted did I realise that there had been one. 
(Oh robe of metaphor!) When anything changes its mode, it can be said to 
start anew. And you’ve reached that point, got rid of the stunting, stifling 
blockages; now your path lies clear ahead. 

(She talks around in mesmeric circles. The dam of inhibition is beginning to 
crumble. Unheard above the plunging waters, the bouncing bomb must have 
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done its work. When that power takes me over, I shall lose myself. I wonder 
who her friends really are.) 


“The planets represent separable aspects of human behaviour. This must 
seem rather paradoxical, but could any of the planets escape disintegration 
without the constraints of their orbits? I doubt it; and my main purpose on 
earth is to spread doubt. For a spirit to emerge, a dot or blemish must first 
smirch the centre of a perfect circle.” 

“So I’m inside a flask - a cube that I want to make spherical.” 

“Exactly! Remember too that the cross signifies the material world. The 
structure surrounding you depends on cross-beams. The planets move in 
ellipses, as all perfect circles appeared when seen from a living angle. As 
far as I can see, you’ve got a lot of Mercury, but Saturn is blocking your 
Mars, who is expediently allied with Uranus. Fortunately for you, 
Neptune’s tide is now ebbing, so there is some check on the imbalance. So 
often solar words, the bedrock of good qualities, are perverted by 
overstress.” 

“The moon ... it’s got no life of its own, just bathes in reflected glory. 
External characteristics are lunar qualities. Lunar words refer to survival 
skills and adaptability - you, darling, are over-absorbent of influences - 
that’s an overstress. Mercury rules the intellect and governs the formative 
years; its symbol embraces the temporal and the eternal. It is considered 
neutral because it takes its colour from any planet aspecting it. (So enmity is 
at one with love: in the blending of souls lies the root of all explosions . . . 
whatever happens to me from now on, I have been given fair warn ing.) 
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She wouldn’t insult my powers of intuition by expecting me to dismiss her 
omens as empty accessories to her allure. From now on I’ll have a struggle 
to extricate myself. Every second that passes will make it harder, enhance 
the magnetism against which I have always been warned, drawing energy to 
its counter, advancing its exhaustion. But if my ultimate purpose is to serve 
others, then my explosion shall be a saving beacon. Under every crust, fire 
and lava seethe. 

Before a quarrel can take place, a relationship must have been formed. Each 
party must seem to embody an idea of harmony repugnant to the other. Here 
it may just be a case of warm sincerity begetting its contrary. Mars is for 
heat and anticipation, Jupiter for opportunity, Saturn limitation and cold - 

I was always fascinated by Saturn’s visual aspect - must be something to do 
with the hollow platter quality of those asteroids and particles. Authoritarian 
states are so fascinating: there’s nebulous Neptune, through whose discovery 
man became aware of gases, and begin to use them in medicine, either first. 
. . I wonder if she’s done anything to the air conditioning . . . 

Our heads edged together; lips met eyebrows, necks, cheeks, each other - 
their softness firmed with ardour. Two deep-drawn breaths were held for a 
heady, tongued clinch. Her hand rose to my crown, massaged it through that 
full, drawn-out embrace. My left hand answered her opening - unbuttoned 
her jacket, felt her shoulders, passed through to waist and hip. Breeze-like, 
my right raised her skirt, as high as was aesthetic at that moment. Her centre 
took the signal buoyantly, hips pressed forward. Primed by our watery 
prelude, now we had dived and surfaced in love’s full stream. What a catch 
for her - this controllable gentleness containing fathoms of passion, beyond 
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light - and for me - this beauty of experience that I could match. Aquiver, 
we draw back from each other. 

She tiptoed to the middle of the room. At her last step, the telephone rang, its 
shrill tone jarring the harmony of my anticipation. Would this discord now 
cut fulfilment short? As she took the call, her face hardened - into that icy 
mask of rejection which I had so often encountered with others; deadly 
deflated. But her reply was terse (my very presence had deterred a rival!) 

The ting of the receiver going back on the hook restored her soft smile. At 
last it had worked out: that foiled, rejected ego I had been in the past was 
transformed - transposed to another poor wretch, choked off at the other end 
of a telephone line. 

Now her faultless expertise undid my shyness. Half-coyly, we embraced, 
and then stepped back - quite tense before she gave the deep-whispered cue: 

“We’ll undress.” 

(Two cells fused in liquefying heat. Buttons, buckles, zips were comets, 
meteors. Tunnels and canopies opened out. Touch was sharpened into sight, 
lighting up revelation, bodies steered, arched crispness of the penultimate, 
souls galvanised bodies. Now words could be uttered in acceptance of total 
immersion; with our slow speed, we generated whirlpools. Tightly cleaved, 
stretched backstroke, kneaded; bone and muscle hardening. Clockwise 
rotation , anticlockwise response, swimming in two elements. There were 
breathy struggles with exhaustion, then recharges. Now a final certainty - 
hips pressed, dams’ swinging sluicegates, volcanoes’ glows and thunder’s 
shudders, glands ’ swelling floods, fire’s, water’s synthesis ... all metaphors 
blown: inversion after the final flow; sleep coating the peak.) 
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is is is is 


Bodies awoke in half-light to face opened minds and souls. Scattered words 
and unformed thoughts melted into each other with a pellucid liberty. She 
was a perfect angel - had a dictionary by her bedside. It’s good to have 
astrological charts as guides to dictionaries, and vice versa - though either 
may bog me down if I later make blind approaches. Initially, both seem like 
quicksand, the rapid sifting of experience. Nodes now, is it? I’m at a pivotal 
point in the alphabet - modes and nodes: ways of acting . . . that which 
exists only as a quality of a substance . . . percentage of mineral 
composition, value of greatest frequency. Just one point to a point of 
intersection of two great circles of the celestial sphere., where the curve cuts 
itself, and through which more than one tangent to the curve can be drawn, 
an orbit - I’ve got it! Now serpents twist round me, like two corkscrews for 
depth-soundings. 

With me fulfilled in transit, all my wrongs seem to have been righted. But 
for how long? And who controls what? No longer can I draw firm lines 
between active and passive agents. But where does one’s own activating 
mechanism end, and the other’s positive pressure begin? What’s in this idea 
anyway? Is it one of those forward slashes through the sphere of experience, 
cutting far deeper than latitude and longitude lines on maps and globes? But 
I’ve always mistrusted people’s tendencies to reduce people’s inclinations to 
reduce those searing moments to cold, geometrical principles once the pain 
they caused has ceased. 

Suture; ectoplasm: as if from nowhere. One should never try to suppress 
words which seem irrelevant to current trains of thought ... a seam, a 
stitching of a wound (that’s been done to me). A junction, a meeting of 
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margins (I’ve certainly been on edge) . . . emanation of bodily appearances 
believed to have come from a medium (a very convincing emanation, and I 
can believe what I like). Could that medium be a psychic parasite, professing 
concern for me, flashing me messages, and providing me with some 
gratuitous insight? All those chopped, knotted threads bear messages far 
beyond the grasp of morse code. 

I must get back to my stars, zoom up the next rope ladder. So, the bases of 
the computations - first independent intake of air into the lungs (that oxygen 
tent was a godsend - zodiacal longitudes, diurnal logarithms, celestial 
equators, rational horizons - it had them all.) 

As long as the framework remains stationery, it provides reason with a 
backdrop, while the globe, its intrinsic mobility hidden, stands for all and 
nothing. For the sake of coherence, reason must accept its essence, while the 
filtering senses ignore it. Some frames, some horizons, have been tilted. The 
tangible world is now just an orderless pile of abandoned pintables where 
sensory and cerebral reality are flouted and inverted, celestial spores rotating 
around terrestrial cores. It’s rather like photography; the first step in 
development must be negative. For once in my life I’ve got a grip on those 
star positions. I must hold it, ready for my next rise. 

Just suppose that the seismograph ink has run out, and there’s no line being 
recorded, only faint, disjointed scratches - is all hope lost? Not necessarily. 
Eclipses are divisible. Just fleetingly, I have escaped from mine. In the end, 
something will answer for something; nobody can speak or write pure 
nonsense indefinitely. If the rambling is perpetuated, patterns and sequences 
assert themselves. Subconscious resources are drawn on to sustain energy. 
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So I am inconsistent in my attempts - both to sustain it by the power of 
reason, and to abandon it. 

The ecliptic culminates at the Meridian. I’ve always wanted to get my teeth 
into something. At last I’ve made it to the quarter century, perhaps a quarter 
or even half way through - though I shall only be able to assess the exact 
proportion in retrospect. But whenever it is, it will always be a convenient 
point for anyone wishing to stick a pin into this manuscript. 

k k k k 

Clinched and sweating at dawn . . . “We need to freshen up a bit . . .” the 
bathroom curtains were deep blue. Her bathing costume hung on the towel 
rail, limp and nearly dry, limp and temporarily neutralised, but still retained 
a catalytic hold on me . . . now, naked to view, she implicitly filled it to 
amplify herself. She is making a thorough probe of my character . . . meet up 
again in a couple of days. I am free to browse in the library for a while. 

It’s quite a tall order, to rummage through the whole gamut of abstract 
speculation, handicrafts and technology in a desperate attempt to find 
something to say. But I shall try no more to control my findings. Any 
outside observer of my struggles might mock me for wasting my time, 
juggling around with information tags, stirring up the pulpy broth of the 
newspapers, distinct events turned into one grinding continuum through 
sheer repetition. (Incidentally, there is one in the corner). 

Hopes (fulfilled, and how!) strike (I did, and was struck), withheld (what is 
life without suspense?) Proposition accepted/rejected (no sign of that yet - 
preceding parallel reversed), basis, closures. Deputies emerged, document 
backing . . .it’s extraordinary how much key human conflicts depend on 
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cheap gimmicks of style and grammar for their expression. Prospects, 
summit, explosion (it had to come out with that!) understood (loitering in a 
stairwell fissure while a great ascent is being made above me; that’s how I 
was lifted), grounds, unprofitable, contrary, spirit (I’m being given coded 
instructions). Headquarters, summoned, secret (that clinches it!) redefines, 
relative status (I’m probably quite safe), ensconced (thank goodness!) 

Quite a good skeleton that that: I can flesh it out with anything. When the 
bolsters of chatter are removed, the bare bones shine, light and substance in 
one, unrobing beyond the encounter. Words and phrases are smoke-dried to 
preserve them through emotional winters . . . another article? Those in the 
papers are both definite and indefinite, fixed no more, no less, than the 
figures on a VDU. Research banned, supporters, experienced, unstoppable 
(what will happen next?) Surrogate, strokes, informed, sources, growing, 
heart attack, target, freeze, front buffeted, broke mooring, body found in 
gulley (something is pulling me back). Outburst, marathon, abandoned . . . 
rumours of death. 

Life really is thrusting the extremities on me, giving constantly what I have 
given momentarily (which, for its duration, was a blissful eternity). I’m 
gradually awakening to transformations undergone in my sleep. That’s the 
worst problem of all - an elusive spell of non-compus, unverifiable area of 
dream. 

Any positive action taken in my present mood would be lethal, from this 
point on, I shall be evasive, defuse all menacing encounters with disinterest 
and inactivity. The state of suspension will thicken my armour. 
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Who could ever fathom the nature of the universe with just four eyes and a 
mirror? But they do beam together from a central point where, to me, the 
earth has tipped its axis, though ice is in tepid abeyance. Desperate thoughts 
flash and disintegrate, but overlap, and for all its mini-life, each one props 
up another as part of a house of cards, and for key moments ensnares me 
with delusions of grandeur. I just had a glorious win, and felt I had walked 
off with the stakes. Just how many arhitects use poker games as safety 
valves of sanity? 



Those cleaning ladies are stalwart bolsters of humanity, supremely 
impervious to the abstract. At least I didn’t see them first thing in the 
morning; that really would have been too much. It’s always interesting to get 
two walls of hermetic insularity face to face, neither of them causing the 
least curiosity in the other, mutual reification. The mops and buckets clank 
away. The disinfectant smells quite pleasant. 

Jupiter can hold varying minutes of the same degree for up to five years; it 
goes on affecting life for up to eight. Saturn may take a decade to pass 
through a degree, hence it can colour a life for twenty years when it is 
forming and separating from an object. (And I orbited through vertical and 
oblique arcs). 

There’s a telephone ringing in the distance. I wonder what link-up that 
involves, or whether there ’ll be a choke-off like the one that flattened me. 
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(The aspects have carried me over reality’s edge, swept me into a cauldron, 
smothered me in green vapour before the great scalding. Words can take me 
no further.) 

The radiator is leaking and the tap is dripping. Progressions into water signs 
sharpen emotion and intuition. With scorpios, response is slow but deep. 
Pisces is shifty. Progressed aspects are highly destructive, but whatever their 
hold on the conscious mind, they should never be considered in isolation. 
What about conjunctions of planets? They all flirt with parallel paths, so 
what’s so special about any one of them? Admittedly they’re out of 
synchronisation now - Saturn holding back, Jupiter and Mars jumping 
ahead. Marvellous how influential they are when it feels as if they are 
absent. No matter how the gun is defined, they always jump it. 

My telegraphic spinal column has a lot of crossed lines. Who are what is 
programming it, if not myself, programmed in turn by a composite of other 
people’s projections? I must be more detached; other, after all, are absent 
from the absolute here and now. On the surface, my case history is quite 
tractable - time of indecision, opportunity, end of preparation phase, 
interests ... do not overstep the mark. Carelessness can mar happiness. (Did 
that really happen, or was the apparent carelessness mere injudicious 
distribution of caution?) Did the metaphysical endanger integrated health? 

Am I cursed by a disputed birth time? Cerebral incubators ride again! 
Uranus excites, galvanically (I’d better watch that; it could do me an injury.) 
All theories are cullenders. 

k k k k 
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Some time must be earmarked for the archives. I’ll buy an electron 
microscope, compile a hypochondriac’s encyclopaedia. It was always so 
fascinating to see those furry, felt-tipped microbes blown up and 
photographed. They are so sparkling, and such pretty colours too - all 
through the spectrum. 

Of course, there are multichrome diseases to enrich experience’s palette: 
leprosy, yellow fever, scarlet fever, rhesus blue - even purple can be worked 
in if anything goes wrong with the blood. The size of the germ is immaterial. 
The anthrax bacillus is the largest - it perpetrated the Black Death, but that 
seems quite rare and remote, dependent on rats too. 

I am no man of the soil; I want to be one of the swamp and the tank, the real 
superbreeder, without being a reactor. But what happened cured me, drove 
me far enough away from the swamp state to be secure as its observer. Such 
activity, given free rein, would not turn all the world to desert. Rather would 
it restore all those green pastures, leave in balance the predators and the 
hunted. I could be reincarnated as a herbivore or a frugivore, of course, but I 
might also become a plant, replenishing the world’s oxygen supply, 
spreading lines of healthy atmosphere all over the place - best of 
millennarians. I aspire to be burning pits in mineral beds - never having to 
dig or blast, crossing them - and all the lines in between - sedimentary, 
igneous, metamorphic, metaphorically nurturing all the mineral deposits, 
morpheme, morphine - must steer clear of that! My natural pins and 
needles are quite enough. Inner bungling, so efficient in itself, can cause 
traffic jams in the arteries, force those depersonalised corpuscles to toot 
irately on their plasma horns. 
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One headache, five minutes, seventeen blinks, twenty-one strokes of the pen, 
dismissive and complimentary in one. In the distance there is muffled 
singing. Someone is absent from somewhere else; something is happening, 
unscheduled, before all converges to fruition. Without the correct 
embouchure, the last trumpet is meaningless. My thoughts feel quite clear. I 
am happy in my work, the abstract imperative leading up to a yawn, in 
sympathy, without object. (Three sevenths; flash of a vulgar fraction! The 
dividing line is static but animate, like a dog asleep under a table, or an 
unused scalpel.) 

Pending an alarm, I’ll leave doggie be. But they are generally more efficient 
than clocks or buzzers. If only I had a special deck of cards, with comer 
illustrations to provide animated cartoons during the flicking, thus rivetting 
the static meaning when it comes to rest. Many tombstones are overgrown 
with moss; sometimes they must long for a conflagration to clear the air. 

My new wakefulness has opened my eyes to electional astrology. This 
provides reliable data on terrains and statespersons, which I cannot risk 
ignoring. I should make lunation maps, and leave a blank space opposite 
each one to make factual correlations in a month’s time. But maybe I’ve 
been following its directions unwittingly for quite a while. All my hindsights 
tend to come to me in flashes. After all, the disaster did involve removal 
from a danger zone, and probably embraced ecstasy in the process. If 
Uranus comes into exact opposition to Jupiter, there will be a calamitous 
eclipse. But if everyone is in unison with the cosmos, there will be no 
discords, only missing notes. 

And so to Horary and Degree meanings : just like me, the sun and the moon 
unfailingly visit the scenes of their crimes. The poles of my axis ring the 
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ecliptic. I’m nearing the end of the great year 2500; I believe it will be . . . 
Oh, wobbling of the swinging mutation, unequal pull of the sun and moon on 
my midriff, imbalance of forces - the vast so far away, and the infinitesimal 
so near. Astrologers do not generally deal with constellations, so I must 
beware of confusions stemming from namesakes. It’s all happening now; 
authority is being inundated by ecstasy-sparked passion, Now, with a unique 
propensity to surrender awoken, its figureheads panic, lions with lemmings’ 
drive. The pillars supporting my airlock refuge are crumbling. Now, for me, 
the earth pitches, sludges into flame. The Arian age will leave a few cinders 
behind it. 

House Division ? This complex certainly has its room categories, but they 
are so much alike as to resemble one hyper-mobile cell, batted around like a 
vacuum-chamber, its mobility restricted for only a split second by the weak 
hold of my gaze. The powers that be are free to convene at any point which 
tickles their caprices. On these premises, there is no inner sanctum - not for 
anyone, at any level of power. Choice of the quadrant or equal house 
systems? All the mundane houses I have lived in contain varying degrees of 
ecliptic, including some unseen from the earth. 

Now for analysis: my conscious mind has rejected my unconscious, then, 
realising its error, has tried to recover it. There has been denial without 
compensation, confessional circularity - with confession cancelling itself out 
- the absolution of total negativity. I must speak my map. When confessed 
in this way, anxiety becomes wilful concealment of real feelings. 

Words have coagulated into a smothering blanket, a stifling smokescreen. 
That spell of non-verbal sensuality was so soothing, such a release. Through 
that, through all it stands for, I can outgrow all my petty problems without 
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resorting to explosions. Now the deeper questions can be asked in comfort: 
what is growth, and where does it end? Where will the cosmic tides ebb, and 
death’s agents withdraw? So many questions ask me now: could all my 
confusion have been full astral attunement? Just how much longer can I go 
on oscillating? Once the map is fully imprinted inside my head, it can be no 
more. 

Every degree, each 360th part, has its meaning, its substance, and finally 
catches up with everything, making its indelible mark. Now for the solar and 
lunar return of the 31st inst. Each of my mental transit camps has a gestating 
chart, with ternary proportional logarithms, pros and cons, both sides 
reversed out. In vain did I try to stem the mirror, treat the current as mind. 
The old banks still control my destiny, as much by virtue of their crumbling 
as by their standing firm. 

As I await my next encounter, my character should be divorced from the 
next event - a nice deal, even if it’s only wishful thinking. I’d give a lot to 
integrate a scanner into my metabolism. My heart now sounds like my watch 
. . . Before me, the pioneering steps of human progress are being replayed. If 
the essence of the initial steps had really been repeated indefinitely, mankind 
would have got absolutely nowhere, and therefore everywhere - attained 
pure circularity - dissipated, displaced the linear illusions. Tape measures 
may represent reality better than do slide rules, though in order to use them 
one must impose on them a spurious rigidity. Sometimes expedients really 
do turn on their heads, grind to a halt like old tug-boats with clogged 
carburettors. (That mechanic is returning a lump of carbon to the earth.) 

On my desk there is an agglomeration of wallpaper and rice-paper, looking 
as if it had been immersed in an acid bath. Now I am completely in my 
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stride, with my script of no return; here all acquired, febrile strains file out 
feathery, waiting for censorious reviews to emerge from the other yellow 
pages, a bit of flow per day - distilled life, apparently jubilant, as if due for 
release from the glands: a complete sentence in the linguistic penitentiary. 
Once again, I’ve got well over the three-figure hurdle; now for some happy 
coasting downhill. All falling is not degenerative; gravity does help 
replenish energy stocks, restore the atmosphere after my old carburettor and 
its likes have done their dirty work. 

If my project comes to fruition, my realised aspect will be bound, squashed 
and shelved like the rest to accompany my cremation record. 

That’s what I’ve been doing all the way along: writing a posthumous 
biography in advance. Some people would call that blatant front or side - it 
certainly wouldn’t be rear - but then, why not? Things do sometimes rear 
up, retrospectively. I’m trying to beat the clock, or is the clock trying to beat 
me? Something beyond reason impels me to continue. Any second now, it’s 
got to come; great rumbling of the trolley; those iron wheels seem so 
imperial; they’ve just negotiated the lift; here it is! And the sunbeam stands 
at forty-five degrees. 

Migraine is flooding me now; I wish it could be absorbed or diluted. I see 
sunspots. I am giving myself an endurance test, preparing for the monitors 
(one of the smaller, more adaptable lizards which survived all the giants). 
What would have happened if I had been in this situation a few weeks ago? 

At the core of every crisis lies a finer point of knowledge. The stings of past 
rejection are still throbbing. They could end up resounding in the great black 
hole, last screen of the delusions of matter. But that end would circumvent 
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all the limitations I now treat as absolute. Now the ground rises with me; 
axes are toppling. The protons are restive; gleefully, they have flouted 
gravity. Electromagnetic force gives me sure protection. As long as an 
integument can be generated, I shall stand distinct from them, and live. But 
they’re still necessary; once they split and scatter, so does my identity, and 
the resultant powder, falling short of particles, will not stick on anything. 

My lungs have been turned inside out; I am a solid vacuum - a complex 
nucleus, safe between the buffers of concussion. But whenever I try to grasp 
complexities, it seems that I grow simple; they diffuse. Indeed, I have 
always felt an affinity with the diffuse, but if I respond sensitively and 
equitably to contrary forces, I must be a proton. My electromagnetic 
responses are constant and mellifluous, my nuclear ones abrupt and decisive 
(or else my powers of deception equal them in strength). Which comes first? 
The sensation or the particle? Naming may be the last refuge of the helpless, 
cowering under fagades of bogus volition. 

The wavelength for my abstraction neutrons remains elusive. Nor can I ever 
be sure that my metabolism will fully accept them. Tantalisingly they rotate, 
seeming to multiply, even as I flatter myself for my lucidity. Is that really 
any more than a cover-up for my panic? 

The moire divisible anything appears to be, the more it frightens me. I have 
long thought that only terror could release me from terror - though for that 
one real release, there was no real terror. Terror could reverse the 
composition of my anxieties and engender their contraries - maybe doing 
some realisation on the way. Behind the veils of deceptive simplicity lies 
truth beyond number. By consistently treating illusions as reality, I can crack 
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their power - find myself by going thoroughly against myself - in vital 
friction. 

Yet I retain a sharp sense of contrast, transcending any qualities or thoughts 
of quantities contrasted, a crescendo in truth’s music, sharpened 
contrapuntally, with light, shade, definition, amidst the dark fog of otherness 
. . . the trackless waste, intractable to my unaided vision. If I finally do come 
to think with full clarity, my eyesight may be lost. 

I, a nuclear being, have been forced out of the zone of stability. Under the 
influence of the weak force (Professor, Lover), I give off small beta particles 
until my proportions are restabilised. And only cosmic nitroglycerine could 
ever achieve that. I must have inflicted a particle wound on myself, though I 
cannot say when or how. Why is the universe beyond my pale a priori. 
Sheddings of dross, scales and skin preserve what is integral. 
Electromagnetic force fades off with ponderous slowness. 

None of my old assumptions hold.; I could be a lepton or an electron, not 
subject to nuclear force - or even as mass-free neutrino. In my vision, 
luminosity predominates. So, for the time being, I shed no light. Electrons 
are equal and opposite in nature, and so may conglutinate into personalities. 
The atom, purportedly, is electrically neutral, but I have had some nasty 
shocks, which were probably atoms’ doing. Ideal atoms do not affect each 
other; they are unaware of each other’s existence. But the negatively charged 
outer regions always force me into conscious responses. Before me stands 
the great resonator of physics, the shell not quite filled. I see the source of 
this flow; it is another resonator, superficially identical with the first. Yet the 
filling one radiated positively, while the overflowing one radiated 
negatively. The connecting flow is a binder; gradually they fuse as one 
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sphere, with elasticated magnetism. I see carbon atoms, in overlapping rings, 
in chains straddling their vanishing points. (That long, black, twisted trail 
started with my old carburettor leaking on the motorway, triggering me to 
break my dependence on cylinders.) 

Before me, in the panorama of an electron microscope, are crystals, threaded 
with billions of atoms. Will they burst the microscope’s bounds to engulf 
me? Solidity, apparently, comes from unevenness in an electric charge. 
Wishing to be evenly charged, I shall simulate disintegration by an indefinite 
extension of magnetic force. Everything depends on shifts; we live in a 
universe of shift workers. Without them, everything would fall apart, and I 
want to reserve that privilege for myself. 

Most of the volume of gas is made up of vacua between molecules . . . 
uranium hexafluoride has a massive molecule. A hexagonal fluoride, could it 
be that? Appearances delude. Atoms whose electrons belly far out from the 
nucleus have far lower density than one might expect from their mass. 

But the most precious metals - gold, platinum, iridium and osmium, have 
the highest densities. There are gravitational constants; dynes measure 
gravitational force. (I once lost a magnetic compass down a drain; that cut 
me deep.) So atoms are gravitation-free! If so, it is strange that they are still 
bounded by the atmosphere, jabbing points for the pains of my existence. 

Unlikes always attract each other, while likes repel. I’ve just had a good bit 
of polarity. If its particles are well-mixed, one chunk of matter has no 
attraction for another. Gravity repels nothing. The earth’s magnetic field is 
extremely small, terrible weak for a mass made up of so many charge 
particles. What anchor, what prop is there? The force of gravity is the key to 
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the black hole. Particles, like me, sometimes shrug off live changes in 
motion, grow lazy and accumulate inertial mass - generate gravitational 
fields of their own - and all those states are massed in my sensations. Having 
tried to reduced myself to bare essentials, I have ended up straddling the 
cosmos rather uncomfortably. 

k k k k 

Time to meet again. In fleeting transit, I saw, felt, heard completeness - but 
no potential anchor in habitual permanence. If she tries the charismatic 
ditching routine, I shall merely express my gratitude - and through tact and 
gentleness I shall heap hot lava on her head. If there is to be any fencing 
between us, the coup de grace will be mine. Hopefully, for her sake, the tip 
on my foil is secure . . . 

Back to physics: the greater the force necessary to produce a change in 
motion, the greater the mass of the body to which that force is applied. 
Through pressures undergone, I became a mass on earth. No, no longer 
feeling like a mass, I must be free of earth. But if gravitational mass equals 
inertial mass, I am earmarked for the centre. Those rods and chains are there 
again, aquiver, counterpointed serrated window-panes. They recall my 
childhood games of conkers and plumblines Pains and threats shatter the 
ego, and force the quest for means of repair - through self-expansion or self- 
translucency. 

Who has not sometimes yearned to escape into an observatory, as a 
sanctuary - with the hearing aid switched off too? What a perfect 
coincidence with ever-present feelings of pettiness . . . the less massive an 
atom, the more likely it is to escape into space, and the harder it is to hold on 
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to as part of the atmosphere . . . what release, what freedom ... all one needs 
do is trivialise to the maximum, then release and transcendence are there . . . 
but how should I pursue the trivialisation - cutting and pummelling? That 
only gets half way to anything. Of course, the sensory half-way point can be 
the essential centre. 

By now, all the experts must have exhausted themselves, driven themselves 
into corners frighten ingly similar to my own. Maybe only the intuition of the 
inspired amateur can save the situation - feel the points of the corners 
without getting outside the box. 

Crusts of rock and pumice, structures of rock and metal, metal purified from 
rock - if only I could claim responsibility for them all! Compressed 
speculation and scholarship will be backed by one spine, whether or not my 
spinal column is still functioning. I am infinitesimal, planetesimal - cratered, 
my sears as yet unsoothed by erosion. 

The earth is a composite of rocky silicates and an alloy of iron and nickel, in 
a ratio of about nine to one. Through the zillennia, its silicate mantle has 
been stripped away; it was always a poor conductor of heat. But though this 
is a fierce forge, it has always left me cold. The crust does not conduct heat. 
The air here is bad, but not thin. I am at an uncomfortable height, but not 
giddy. 

For all I know, the material to which I now refer may be part of an elaborate 
scheme of deception. Saturn has low density ... so is there any solid 
foundation for his authority? Or is Saturn the concept contrary to Saturn the 
planet . . . making a necessary duality? Should I increase my gravitational 
pull, pack all the masses more tightly, in order to approach the centre while 
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keeping between myself and the centre? That is the goal of my trawling for 
associations. These so-called physical truths are just metaphors for my self- 
expression - I’m sure of it. All books are atoms. The level of compression 
produces an outward push capable of overcoming the force of gravity. So 
now I float in perfect equipoise. Electromagnetic force is the main power - 
shame on all ideas of being a subordinate! The sun has great mass, of which 
its powerful light is, in my eyes, a perverse consequence. 

* * * * 


“Hi; come on in.” 

(Every bit as cold and reserved as I expected. Then she motioned me to a 
chair, not the sofa.) 

What perceptivity! What discernment! She completely sussed me out. I 
would have grown terribly clinging if the relationship has been prolonged; 
inevitably, things would have deteriorated. So, true to the archives, and the 
ideals, the movie was frozen at its climax, but with its dynamics well- 
preserved. 

We walked out of the house together, to the bus stop where we parted with a 
chaste kiss - pressed the termination code button. In spite of, because of 
everything, I felt incredibly strong. 

That’s what I am: a world unto myself and, furthermore, a living world in 
mid-formation! In the process, I’m probably getting quite carbonised. Who 
says I’m restricted to the solar system anyway? I could be another sun! 
Considering how I go on thinking and talking, my energy must come from 
some source other than my own contraction - a nuclear fireball, perhaps; in 
the grace of compressed atoms, I stand. But there comes some point of 
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supreme clutter overloading the electromagnetic force which keeps atoms 
intact, and so they cave in. 

My every emotion has an elemental analogy. Is that discovery pure in itself, 
or is it tainted with subjectivity? Are all spectacles seen through spectacles, 
even when these are not tinted? Things in their elements are always seen in 
varied lights. It’s frightful to think of all those liberated electrons running 
amok, electronic fluids indeed, compact too (they have that saving grace), 
but they can stand a lot more gravitational compression. What about the 
tanks and channels for the fluid, degenerative matter? I am a gas in spirit. 
Different atoms produce lights of special wavelengths characteristic only of 
themselves; sometimes they absorb light of exactly those wavelengths. 
Maybe I’m hydrogen-dominated, and need sparks for activation. 

The acceptance was followed so closely by the soft-gloved rebuff that they 
nearly touched. Within me now, my recent hurts and cures jostle like 
dodgems, using as vehicles any of the juices and nerves that they can 
momentarily seize. 

This room is a psychic laboratory, its implicit equipment is of the latest 
design and the highest sensitivity. Having gained access here, I just have to 
emit brain messages, and the whole world will respond to me. I could well 
be overloaded, within a hair’s breadth of detonation. Whether I explode into 
a planet or into a star depends on the degree of my a priori stability: the 
lower the stability, the greater the repercussion. Strange to think I might be 
blasted into the substance engendered by the pressure of my reverie. The 
more vacuous the rhetoric, the greater the post-blast substance. 

k k k k 
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I was constantly pinpointed as a focus for opposites - supremely stable by 
the standards of the unstable, and vice versa. I have only survived because 
those two standards are out of synchronisation: opposites need each other 
for definition. But however safe any of them feel in their own restricted 
areas, they sense that a direct, fully-exposed encounter with the opposite one 
will somehow contaminate them. There are just a few exceptions to that rule 
-people like me, prepared to take on a bit of contagion to help build up the 
universal resistance. Unlike much of humanity, there are many key functions 
I can perform without intermediaries. Ah - concrete: both literal and 
metaphorical! I’ve seen so much of it. Up to a point, it is strengthened by 
greater water-content. 

Were I truly, existentially alone, my dead body would be preserved intact, as 
in pack ice, ready for the next transplant incision. Her voice goes on 
touching me, unbroken. Fully attuned, I have taken over its steerage. But 
you can’t mix disciplines. 

Sirius is the great bloodhound, his twitching ellipses vaster than those of any 
other star. He is the great astral guard dog, trying to deter me from the 
furthest reaches, bigger as he seems than a light-year’s length. I’ve lived 
long to make many elliptical figures around the sun. Thus I have eclipsed all 
other achievements, alone or in the mass. The guard dog of the 
constellations is not supported by gravity. He can only keep his bearings 
with the help of an alter ego. So it is with other stars - even the ones that had 
long stopped shining. Then, with better lenses and greater knowledge on the 
part of the observers, they grow dim, integral to the binary star identity. 
Dark Sirius B was hotter than the sun. 
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(That sheds some light on the idea of one person’s life revolving around 
another’s. I don’t think there really are any white dwarves. My mind is 
probably a photon, its direction controlled by gravity. The sun is red now, 
dipping. Is it throwing bent light at me?) 

k k k k 

She bent the light, and lit the truth - what brazen cool! Playing on my ability 
to cover up, create a front, cut the wires of my true responses, and make me 
feel so strong and together about it too! That was the smoothest brush-off I 
ever had, and after such a depth of acceptance - the complete experience. 
But she has underestimated the power of my slow reactions. 

Yes; she’s the one. Compared to her, my Professor is a nobody. She is the 
real defendan t in the final Trial by Ordeal, which I shall convene. She shall 
convulse; the site of the peak shall shudder . . . 

Once I was a red giant. Now I am in danger of thinning to transparency 
under the microscope. Only subatomic particles can stop the rot and pave the 
way for the positrons. They and the electrons will cancel each other out, to 
be converted into gamma rays. Uncharted neutrons cannot be left idle. So 
cornered, I sink into the great white dwarf. But the greater the impression, 
fait accompli, the greater my resistance to further compression. Resistance 
does not depend on the heat of passion, though one savours it much more if 
they do coincide. I am a white dwarf, and no white dwarf has ever been 
known to get entirely drained of energy. All those bodies up and around 
there - giving us our sense of geological time, and used as reference points 
throughout human memory are, in their final essence, as temporal as I am. 
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That realisation works wonders for my minimalised ego: numerically, that’s 
a tiny fraction of the total cells in my body. 

What a mist! The universe is expanding. I feel simultaneous expansion and 
contraction. That could put me slap bang in the middle of the cosmic egg. 
The universe began as an explosion, and there must be another imminent. (I 
sense a microscopic echo, shaking the crust open.) Egg formation, 
explosion - have briefly enacted the movement within the pitiful framework 
of human morality, briefly relished it more than the wider speculations. I 
could well extend my scope from that base. 

A star is born of dust and gas; around me, there is plenty of both. The greater 
the mass, the shorter is the ignition time. There are the spectral classes, 
0,B,A,F,G,K and M . . . Zero: used to apostrophise and express shock. 
Various modes of the scale, of a class arbitrarily designated (the melody is a 
yo-yo). Black voiceless stop; used as a sign for constant quantity; labial 
nasal used as a symbol with a number of meanings, astral modulations of the 
scale and the alphabet; some signs are all-purpose, others restricted in use. 
The biggest stars blossom into red giants, then collapse, to be succeeded by 
the rise of the spectral classes. Three fourths are the dimmest class of all. 
I’m a pneumatic tyre, gaining strength through the centralisation of external 
pressure. It’s a pity my blood-vessels are not in harmony with this motion. 
There is lasting peace among the documents, corners floating off the paper 
like wood shavings, jagged in their permanence. Novae . . . two kinds of 
massless particles given off, second generation starts, no less; and how many 
generations do I encapsulate? Company always tied my tongue, battered me 
into silence. At last this compression forced a verbal flow ... I used to have 
severe attacks of narcolepsy, so sporadic, and of such short duration that 


92 



they felt like shocks from without. My interiority grew universal, turning my 
nerves to mirrors. 

Requests for cooperation, based on trust, can be unnerving. But the 
unnerving can be reversed. Whenever people look at me intently or probe 
me with questions, they lay themselves open. I steal their strength and 
curiosity. 

What will happen when I fall down a black hole? Shall I shrink to zero 
mass? Both time and gravity are working on me. Gravity slows down many 
of time’s machinations, so this weighty oppression may be elasticating my 
life-span. Whatever happens, the document is opaque to observation, 
perhaps even to thought. Maybe there are satellite black holes - or even 
surrogate ones. All objects blast into general matter, even as the black holes 
disgorge, and the whole universe is a mass of dust, like me. Black wholes 
run the entire gamut of substance. So everyone, everything, wants to worm 
away from the flux, twist through the worm holes, like great elastic 
tornadoes. Zero charge equals innocence, as does angular momentum. 

By dint of its negativity, a black hole is a great source of energy, and there 
are many energy-collectors; they simply have to pass through a stationary 
limit and be collected on the way out. So I am a black hole, and I am , in 
effect, going through myself. There are, of course, some white holes, very 
dim on the first impression, but with potential to be universally luminous. 

I am distilling the average to an unnatural degree of concentration. 

The whole breathing world is a complex of worm-holes and worm-casts; all 
the openings for the senses are merely tunnels. Through worm-holes, matter 
is shifted into the past, with or without the big bang, echo or no echo. 
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It’s all a matter of recycling, isn’t it? The waste paper basket gives me plenty 
of food for thought. Those cosmic eggs could have been the biggest of all 
black holes. One splits; one part has positive angular momentum, the other 
negative. No one knows which predominates anywhere. Matter fragments its 
total momentum. But some things seem to stop; do they then become anti¬ 
matter? Have I become so? Anti-matter may have an exclusive domain in 
the great beyond, anti-galactic units pending evidence (and the astral jury is 
in indefinite recess). What do I think I’m playing at, wandering off into 
space all the time when I’m still in the confines of this room. But perhaps I 
have compressed outer space. All the processes discussed have thickened the 
shell (smelting, deforestation and application of carbon by-products). I 
would be at just as much of a loss dealing with them in here as I would out 
there, with no spacesuit shell to protect me - me, a potential mummy 
deprived of embalming fluid. 

(The snapping and bursting points are getting ever nearer.) 

I must get back on the trail of the elusive past, before despair drives me back 
to the dictionary: voices predominated, crying, shouting against the 
mufflings of order, trying to reinforce order, voices blending and clashing 
alternately, thrusting themselves out of their bodies. I sense a premature 
departure; who can ever ask, who can be or even seem? (Voided of time and 
space, I hear footsteps in the background. They filter my thoughts, and ease 
my uninsulated nerves.) 

The temperature is rising; there is mental rumbling, simmering, reinstating 
an apologetic intermediary, soothing the passions, implicitly reversing the 
globe’s rotation - sinking, a previous flop, disastrous, flying, evidence, 
finished. Now straight answers are bent into crooked questions; the observer, 
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rather than the observed, tends to be cross-eyed. Where does that leave time- 
honoured theories of perception? 

Now I cast about loosely, prior to those muscle-tautening clinches, those 
amputating chops so sure to come. If only I could detach myself from my 
worldly time-scale and move to a comfortable distance, I could see myself as 
a mass of cogs, pistons and winches. Microwaves are a bit elusive for my 
liking - don’t really know what they’re up to, but it’s nice to see some shafts 
of illumination shooting from outer cogs’ hedges. Now the cement has set 
into my pointed piles. I’ve really got the stonemasonry for my ampitheatre 
now. 

Memories, slashed and intact, are heaped together - some in neat rows and 
piles, some scattered at random, confusing each other’s suggestions, defying 
all attempts to impose patterns on them (though in themselves they are at no 
loss for patterns). There are after-images, both clinically neutralised in the 
light of day, confined beneath the crust to nourish mass-regression. The 
components’ shades are of an ultra-ocular delicacy, loosely phased in 
diaphanous robes of thought, agitated by play, transparency and opacity 
flirting in alternation, playing games of hide and seek, with each other and 
with me, casting some clues as bait; for through the haze I see thin veins, 
fleetingly bared to my angled glance, arousing me. 

A veritable pintable of reminiscences glistens before me. Every delayed 
reaction aiming through a time-trajectory at the recall-points of root- 
incidents, each with its glistening sediment of letters and photographs, 
strikes a glancing blow, and makes its real, substantial impact on another 
area, connecting through it not by networks of veins, but by random fissures 
linking surfaces. No person alive has ever grasped the idea of curved aim 
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when it comes to expressing emotions. The greater the apparent accuracy of 
direction, the straighter the line, the sharper the curve, the more acute the 
obliquity and final eclipse of realisation. It is only by fusing the solid 
shockproof with the malleable fragile that one can build structures around 
oneself. And one can only sustain these structures by applying vastly 
differing pressures to each element and playing them off against each other. 
But when truths and elements come out of abeyance to intervene directly, 
categories disintegrate, or at any rate, the members of each category are 
drastically reshuffled. 

(This takes me back to the time I was locked in a car with a hot-rod freak; he 
held the steering column in a tight lock, with the accelerator right down, and 
the hapless vehicle pummeled on the ground.) 

* * * * 

So I must end in anticipation of a beginning, just as something has ended in 
order to let me start - just as I have assumed a living form by means of self¬ 
retraction. The idea of linear progression through life depends on a 
complementary cog - that of time going backwards. Without that vital 
friction all ideas would grind to a halt. The universe grinds and breathes at 
its centre; those explosions I so dread are just helpless breathing grown to 
full stature. Essentially, their destructiveness stems from their displacement. 

Likewise, most arsonists and terrorists just want to deface themselves; only a 
precious few face the totality of self-destruction. Though desperate, I’m 
really nowhere near them. My supposed rock bottom of rejection is merely 
temporary neutralisation. Those old shells, the thinning, crackling, popping 
crispies of routine are now levelled into the gravel. Now syllables are 
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buoyant, immersed in lymph. Every vocable does a round trip, homing on its 
target utterer. So the carbohydrate balance returns - the great velvet curse. 

I’ve stumbled on an inverted milestone, a dynamic stepping-stone. How 
often have I verged on nausea, just as the skirts of hope seemed to be rising 
for me. Those liquid and gaseous letters always cause embarrassment. It 
must have been better when people imprinted them in clay and baked them 
into building blocks - every document a masterpiece of architecture. The 
ultimate sanity is in Babel. I used to play that printing game with rubber 
type, but straight lines always eluded me. 

Now I am in a gymnasium airlock, floating quite rounded, all sensations 
padded, general calaesthenics suspended. (It’s a good thing I did all the 
aerobics and workouts. There had to be those preludes. I had to know slim, 
simple allure, mirrored before the other’s eyes emerged, lithe in life.) 

In this division, vertical and horizontal are one. It’s easy to use the word 
‘horizontal’ when a piece of paper is laid out flat before you. But there is 
verticality in the relation of eye to paper. Conversely, there is horizontality if 
you hold up the paper before you. Then again, one cannot write on a 
vertically aligned piece of paper without there being something solid behind 
it. I would love to make luminous tasseracts. (Academic efficiency is 
determined by intervals between alphabetical symbols.) I am narrowing 
down my field, turning my sensitivity into ciphers, finally frozen in a radial 
posture - fixed on a centre but getting no closer to it. So often have I asked 
for little more than to take my leave. Now I have been given leave without 
having taken anything. 


97 



I struggled so long to gain time and space for reflection, gain an 
encyclopaedic grasp of today’s innovations. At the same time, I yearned for 
an anti-clinical experience to revitalize me, and got that when I 

least expected it. Then, as never hitherto, data and traumas were synthesized 
to articulate my desire through its gratification. Now they have both invaded 
my consciousness, I feel split and alert. It’s good that some aspects of the 
real fleshed out my abstractions, but I would like to stay out of trouble. Only 
time will tell whether that night will stand forever as a discrete fragment 
perfect for reflection. But can one be really positive about life if one always 
stays out of trouble? Some dissidents need re-education, but what about 
their adversaries? I haven’t yet been toppled from the fence. But my library 
shell can no longer seal off those two eye-openers. 

The end game is looking up. When playing chess, I make elaborate 
defensive networks; my pieces perform multiple covering functions - 
especially for the knights; I always liked their hooked moves - straight and 
diagonal dovetailed (the acolytes will be checking their papers through, 
stretching themselves to the edges of reason and memory.) I have eschewed 
bigotry at some cost in decisiveness. Hoarding is OK. Fractionally, one can 
always discard, but it is vital to keep enough material to work on, in order to 
avoid dilution. Yet without space for detachment, one can neither evaluate 
nor see through mirage substance. Most of the pegs of our reasoning, 
sentiments and nostalgia can be dismissed as fads and fancies, though 
encyclopaediae afford them permanent shelter. 

I want to encapsulate my experience within the bounds of one sense. Indeed 
- all who research with full intensity break down the boundaries between the 
senses, as in total immersion, pure love and hate (I wonder if my coin’s 
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going to be flipped). But the five compartments must be truly saturated 
before the breakdown can have positive value. The end-product of 
intellectual honesty may nullify its process (and did I, through rare action, 
nullify my intellect? I think not.) 

The splayed, disparate distribution could be alphabetical, aspirational, 
financial, geographical or intuitive. Of its nature, each one of the moods 
disrupts the order of the others, both individually and collectively. 

How ideal if all the explanations had been made, all the communications 
networks built up in strict alphabetical order! But ideals are death; to 
disrupt, to besmirch, is human. There are circularities, so one can always 
double back, defy and circumvent all the information technology. If only I 
had a plug for each socket, I’d find the complete programme to restructure 
the whole of human knowledge. As for any would-be reciprocated oral 
statements, either the substance of these was neutralised because of lack of 
form, or my perfect form revealed a poverty of content. I could never try to 
put over my point without a concomitant struggle to get inside the head of 
the person I was speaking to, which is quite importunate. 

Essentially, I am in two minds. Even as I relax, that fact piles up my burdens 
of responsibility. Indeed - it allows me freedom of association, but carefully 
monitors my every association. What lies between my two minds does not 
feel like me, but as a torrent beneath a mountain bridge, seen giddy from its 
height. I’m running a race against ink; my biro’s nearly finished. 

I’ve been favouring the dictionary too long; must try the Yellow Pages: 
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Twenty-four Hour Instant Plumbing Service: Drains Unblocked: what a 
shame! If only that leak in the radiator were a little more serious, if only 
there were a bunged-up drain at hand, and a suffocating stench to dispel, I 
would have some respite from my obsessions, breathing spaces of inner 
balance. What I am writing now is indelible; the hardest eraser in the world 
could not shift it. There is indeed some tippex on the windowsill, but any 
light of fair strength one can see through its obliterations. The recording of 
the inventory might justify some items being destroyed, as long as there are 
memories of memories, records of records. Their materials are called 
perishable, but their resilience weathers most devastation. A flood could set 
me adrift, elevate my level. Come high water, I could still open the top 
window. I’d love to consign all the world’s paperwork and microfiche to the 
flames. But in such a holocaust, the lettering would survive as wriggling 
threads, indestructible worms. Natural gas thwarts my death urge. As for 
earth, I am not yet desperate or energetic enough to force up my floorboards 
and gain access. 

Right now a telephone message - even if it were just an echo of that ‘open 
sesame’ on the answering machine, would ease the tension. But it might 
only have that effect once, and so should not be used until real despair lends 
me the grace of necessity. I remember there was a fault on the line the last 
time I made a call. That propped up my flimsy shelter of reason. By now, the 
fault has probably been rectified, but I still feel over-rational. Just now it’s 
probably a cop-out to resort to the dial, but . . . (disembodied voices, cut 
loose from contingent emotion, often release me from my ego’s jail.) 

k k k k 
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All through this cycle of reflection, I have been detached from processed 
speech - both from the giving and the receiving ends. This is an invaluable 
asset, all those myriads with broken connections are busy on the surfaces of 
life, ignoring all depths and labyrinths. More fool them, or are they? Do 
I Merely flatter myself, or could it be that they have no substance to 
gravitate to? 

My discourse is oceanic. Its tanks are rocky beds and shelves, where all the 
bacteria of literacy squirm in perpetuity. Down here, all the world’s 
alphabets and numerical systems have formed clusters. They are undergoing 
modes of regeneration, ricocheting forever around and through their 
magnetic fields. There are no firm loyalties between alphabets. The vowel 
signs and vowel modifiers of different alphabets, powered by their openness, 
constantly draw each other into sub-clusters. Thoroughly observant, I notice 
several shorthand systems in the tank.. They love playing serpentine games 
with the Arabic signs. The roman numerals drag consonantal strings behind 
them, often impeding the other clusters’ movements. The fluid’s temperature 
never wavers. Similarly, my micro-ocean is destined never to evaporate, 
freeze or congeal - which is more than I can say about my brain-jelly at the 
moment. But the particles are never at rest. The tank’s walls have an 
awesome air of permanence - though an organic permanence, symbolised by 
one mortal life-span. All systems of protecting the boundaries, stabilising 
their components, are makeshift but indispensable. Indeed, no boundaries or 
containers are in any way meaningful without the idea of some of their 
contents being separable, susceptible to siphoning. (That’s true of my 
sensory canisters too, however much I long for their bank-bursting overflow 
- they do not have to cause any ruptures to themselves - I proved that.) 
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Admittedly, one assumes that they will leave a significant residue - and that 
there is an infinity of other containers, equal in proportion and significance, 
to sustain their vital transpositions. Infinity is implicit in every letter and 
digit, every cursive stroke. The composite is in every name. 

At birth I, like everyone else, was given a name and a set of reference 
numbers. My first name, it was revealed to me, was fortuitous, determined 
by the spur of the moment. On reflection, my surname was hardly less so - a 
chance of fusing location and activity. Then it is not so absurd that I should 
pick any name whatever from the Telephone Directory to claim kinship and 
affinity with the alleged bona fide holder of that name. Just as there are 
namesakes, so there must be identity-sakes: lookalikes, therefore actalikes, 
bealikes! 

I’ll put the names and set of numbers just one point out of synchronisation 
with each other, so that every discontented person (and, for me, discontent is 
life) should have needs, achievements and aspirations measured against the 
yardstick of somebody else’s numbers. Just one point would probably do the 
trick. But how much more radical and fulfilling if all the sets were 
reshuffled, the alphabetical sequence wrecked! How every relationship 
would be transformed; what great thoughts, new civilisations would ensue. 

(All my persecutors have namesakes. Could there be extra match ing factors 
for me to play off against each other, and against them?) 

I’m glad that space absorbed and neutralised some of my cynicism, and 
suspended my doubts. I can even convert the suspension into a mathematical 
formula. Yet I cannot, by the power of reason alone, refute its validity. The 
reshuffling could be in progress and I, semantically and actually, its object, 
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instigator and recipient. I have only to think about an enemy, and an enemy 
materialises to nourish my thoughts. I shall assume, then, that for as long as I 
am left alone, to think in peace, the original order will not be reversed. The 
full repercussions of the reshuffling would probably blast my speculations to 
zero. 

But why such a shock as this? Why involve an innocent bystander, a 
commissionaire quietly doing his job outside a hotel? It must have been the 
sight of a uniform that threw me. Lucky for both of us it wasn ’t a heavy 
blow, and I could jump on a bus before he could register what I look like. 

I have always been a sensitive receptor of general movements. Properly 
assessed by the right researcher, I could be treated as a generic term, 
multiple instances of universal points . . . just who do you think you are? 
That will become the general introduction, the universal greeting, now free 
to expand beyond its old enclave to the height of my vanity. All memories 
will be called to account. The new reality will transform language. People 
will struggle to explain and understand all that they hitherto took for granted. 
Then all the myriad, disparate vocal snippets will join in heavenly unison. 

I’ll reshuffle my mail - a change of envelope for each letter and bill. All the 
recipients, conditioned as their reflexes are, will act blindly on their 
contents; their relics will fall on non-focusing eyes and overreacting brains. 
That really would blast the social fabric . . . 

So she thinks she’s going to blow my cool, drive me to impulsive lacerations 
- she’s got another think coming . . . yes; they’re trying attrition on me, 
trying to wear me down with meaningless repetitions, force me to lose 
control and make a false move. But I shall outlast them and outflank them. 
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They thought that by procuring that seduction they would lure me into their 
trap. What they did not realise was that it sharpened my vision. Now I can 
see through every tempting lead, and forestall them all. She’ll try it on 
again, or else they’ll try again with another temptress. Whoever it is this 
time will be in full even ing dress; revenge will be transcended, and the spirit 
world reached through that decolletage chasm, those cyclones of skirts. This 
time she ’ll strip me for action - yes; there was someone like that floating 
over the steps of the hotel; she must have tipped the balance . . 

Over-specialisation paralysed me. Then, when I tried to reverser that 
process, I got bogged down further because of trying to mix the various 
branches of learning without enough depth knowledge of any branch. I 
failed to distance myself from generic concepts, trying to do the same with 
my material as with my sense compartments and data, blinded myself to 
their contrariety, their mutual need for definition. I got lost in those alluring 
images of self-imposed bodily evaporation until I realised that the process 
had been suspended, or at any rate slowed down to a minimal heartbeat, for 
the duration of the illusions - a precarious bubble easily pricked by everyday 
pins. An act of apparent deflation can sometimes inflate one. But when 
everyday pins are suspended from use, chaotically strewn, glinting up with 
their light-wave essence, I am perplexed. 

Now tactile experience storms, hails on me, stabs me, at last taking 
precedence over all life recalled comfortably in retrospect. 

I’d better get back on my trail - choose a simple sentence, then move each 
word one point on in the dictionary. There are some tables and chairs in this 
room. Thermion - ray coming from incandescent particles (I knew I’d get a 
clue) . . . Andabaptist - a gladiator who fought mounted in a helmet without 
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eyeholes (I’m pedalling my brain, aren’t I? I really should invest in some 
protective gear) . . . what better than if it blows up in my face?) Roop - 
hoarse note or sound - good for a signal. (My vistas really would be 
broadened to infinity if I finally did jettison those syntactical shackles.) I’ll 
try some concrete objects now, and then some abstracts inn order to restore 
equilibrium. Mats on floor. Windows shut. Off-white door. Walls. Matachin 

- masked sword dancer in fantastic dreams', onager - ancient stone- 
throwing machine. I’m getting a lot of linguistic passports to the martial arts 

- a broad hint, I see - to get myself together in the self-defence area. Shute - 
an exit from an impasse, relieffrom saturation. Dulocracy - government by 
slaves - which I’m going to blow! Dop - a copper cup, into which a 
diamond is cemented for cutting or polishing. 

My watch says half-past four: mya - a genus of molluscs, including the Am 
American soft or lung clam; so - I am a squidgey mass; watchet - angling 
fly ? So they’re trying to make me the bait, the pawn; sport is combat and 
combat sport. Pasta - I’m mixing up the elements, pounding them into a 
doughy consistency . . . organic sediment of me substantial flow. Fourchette 

- the card next above and next below the one just played. So there’s a hard 
manipulator surrounded by desperate gamblers, or did I play without a 
stake? 

k k k k 

Now for some parts of the body. Head, heafe - pasture - yes; I’m in it; 
abdomen, abduct (up to now I’ve been the passive agent, but I could be 
galvanised into activity); foot; footle - bungle; shoulder, shout; the primal 
scream will out. Linguistics has certainly cracked some ciphers. 
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I was very relieved when osteopathy and massage came into vogue. All those 
therapeutic pummellings must keep an awful lot of impulsive stupidity within 
healthy bounds. 

“I must say that, of all the patients I’ve had, you’ve been about the best as 
regards exercises and postures. You had a couple of trapped nerves . . 
(Pretty attractive too - almost as good as the temptress - certainly enough 
to sustain continuity, making all the trenches count, skilfully swaying that 
grey zone of unknown sensory response, when and where things may or may 
not have been cut off, where my whole being hovers between acceptance and 
rejection, eager to be swayed by a grain of dust - so rare in my clinical 
chamber.) My exterior form gives me no reassurance. But I must neither 
despair nor be content to accept the unsatisfactory. Now for the inner organs: 
heart - hearth - lowest part of a blast furnace. Bladder, blade ... at last a 
centre! Lung, lunge, forward, appendix, apperception - assimilation of a 
new sense-experience to one already in the mind . . . progress from 
incidental accessories to integration and absorption . . . some purpose here, 
some return, even if the ratio isn’t all that good. 

I’d better see what happens to the universal messenger, the spinal column. 
Spinel - magnesia alumniate, crystallising in octahedra. Colume - eureka! 
A great circle of the celestial sphere passing through the equator and either 
the solstitial or equinoctial points. There is the connection, the magnetic 
centre of my being, one flip of the integer from the illusory linear to the full 
circle. 

As part of the price he had to pay for the privilege of walking erect, homo 
sapiens was led into the trap of straight lines, leading to the denouement of 
Pythagoras’s curse. It’s extraordinary what insights one gains on realising 
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that one is, metaphorically speaking, spineless. These leads provide evidence 
enough; I am a living encyclopaedia! Having said that, I shall use my 
reference works as reference points. Telephone Directory - teles tic - 
relating to mysteries . . . dirge -first word of an antiphon (I’m struggling all 
the time to get out of unison.) Encyclopaedia - encyst - close or become 
enclosed in a globule. I have a painful feeling of where I am leading myself, 
though I did love one piece of encapsulation. I fear I cannot reverse the 
process by my own unaided efforts . . . some outside agency must cut it 
down in mid-action . . . 

Explosions will always out - the later, the deeper, the stronger, though one 
may not always sense the effect. They vacillate between contrary targets: 
hitting one always means missing the other. 

I am nearly at maximum tension point. My promotion, anticipated like 
clockwork, failed to materialise; the credit leap failed to land in the 
bottomless pit; the sounding for a reconciliation found an intimate hollow; 
my immediate scapegoat was an obvious ally, so all would-be invective 
bounced back from him, to internalize my explosions. (True to my star sign, 
I have a heart of fission. I have now disconnected it to make my mind keener 
and sharper.) Open air detonations never have the impact of those 
underground charges which burst dams and crack pit-shafts. (My cortex is 
flooded with messages. Forms of syllables remain intact. But when broken 
from habit, they are emptied of sense. I am a great buzz of activity, crammed 
into my eardrums, a switchboard - wretchedly bound to record all my line- 
crossings. I had to crack open my programme of positive thinking to let in 
some real light. Only amidst others ’ ordeals was this possible. 
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Space-age sickness, properly handled, can be a universal boon. Only a 
precious few ever master behavioural strategies. Hopefully, I’m one of them, 
so coronary attacks and ulcers should make their detours accordingly. I 
really would be tongue-tied if there were another present. Though whetted 
by one positive incaution, my spring of recoil is very strong. 

k k k k 

The fluorescent lights in those consulting rooms felt infra-ultra gamma, 
turning my body into a bulb-shell, my filament to a mist. There would have 
been arousal anyway - even without that gorgeous nurse. Then there was all 
that removal philosophy and spontaneous recognition. I am a one-ulcer 
person in a two-ulcer situation. Phobias filter and curdle my vital fluids. If 
one is scrupulously analytical, one examines the sediment of a filter-paper. 
The tank, at least, is refuelling. 

My neurochemical pain has spiralled. I’d love to be a cardiologist, be 
parasympathetic, know the art of differential relation. Oh tachycardia! Once 
I could differentiate between impressions, select them, subject them to my 
will. Now, in hope and in the fulfilment of despair, all boundaries have 
melted. I could make my reflections more dignified and antiquated to match 
the melting. But what’s the point? 

For the sake of truth, I was ejected from the unknown. From that expulsion 
stemmed my growth. Then the prime force relaxed its pressure. It need to be 
deflected onto other bodies, to escape the stranglehold of synchronisation. 
But it could have had a darker purpose . There, could have been a capricious 
plan to appropriate the great unknown to itself, rob me of my birthright. All 
that I sense and desire as the unknown could be a mere reshuffle of known 
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elements, formerly well-ordered. My body is disposable; life is to totality as 
individual life is to composite life. But where does exhaustion end, 
recuperation begin? What if they are in the same circle, and the circle never 
stops? My fingers are promontories, jutting out into a reassuring, 
unsounding ocean. My senses are now so enfeebled that the shapes of the 
inlets between them have lost all clarity; there’s only a vague impression of 
something being here. Oh to follow each fork to the end of its implications! 

I have an elastic life. Right now I am not sure if I am holding both ends, or I 
only one, and an alter ego the other. When it is taut, life is extended and 
invigorated; when it is slack, life contracts and loses all resilience. Yet again 
- when taut, it nears snapping tension; slack, it can contain much. 

Some of my habits have been broken through the loss of their bases. I have 
been thrown back on the bedrock of fundamental structures, without 
modified or diluted ones to shed any light on them. This gave me a 
transfusion of energy. But it was probably just a loan, and the possible rate 
of interest disturbs me. What is energy anyway? 

Life has given me some shocks. But I’m sure it held back far more, or fired 
wide of me. Was I, then, insulated most of the time, or were the elements safe 
because they had not yet chanced to touch? Am I, amidst my exasperation, 
leading a charmed life and - at the ultimate level, protected? Those who 
could harm me must, for the time being, be subjecting me to sensory 
deprivation because they consider me inflammatory. Then my humanity 
can only germinate through an explosion. This particular explosive has had 
time to ferment. Eventually it could grow thermonuclear. But I won’t let it 
go on that long; by restricting its scope, I’ll attain the right objectives. 
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All the emotions must have chemical bases. Acid tongues are acknowledged, 
but what about an alkali brain, strontium love and plutonium hate? 

I must now clean my windows of imagination. Long ago, happy in my 
ignorance, in my mind’s eye I found them transparent. They were often 
refractive, and helped my poor linear brain negotiate the curves of life/ At 
one stage in the growth of knowledge, things get blurred and clouded. It’s a 
great relief to learn in retrospect that one has been wrong ... for the next 
phase, my imagination must break free from my senses, and gain integrity 
by being opaque. 

An act of attention combines sensory concentration on a restricted field with 
maximum mobility within that field. Consciousness, forbidden to steal 
retentive powers from memory, is sharpened by its own circumscribed 
freedom. Chafing at its bounds, it describes perfect circles. Anyone who 
tries to get someone or some idea out of another person’s head generally 
drives that person, idea (or event) further in. Anyone who sees through some 
person or idea enhances their transparency, their power to illuminate. I may 
only have a one-way window through which to observe the world, but I can 
reverse its direction any time I like. 

Insect-like in their emanations, obsessions clamour for foci. The best-willed 
numbness in the world cannot brush them off forever . . . but all those 
thoughts are merely side-tracking. I must keep on reducing until only a 
feeling for the force of gravity remains. Then I shall see darkness clearly. 

k k k k 
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(That’s what I must re-enact: the diving, the plumbing, sure in buoyancy, the 
bouncing of two pneumatic souls. But now, even before moving, I seem to 
plummet: real depth-sounding or no, that’s quite terrifying.) 

Memory chisels through solid time-gaps, often going against the grain, 
clashing with the zones of oblivion, its struggle to forge composites 
thwarted. My emotions are pegged on a network of disparate shocks. 
Through delayed reactions, incidents penetrate to greater depth, while instant 
reaction sends them bouncing round, uncentred, like happy little neutrinos. 

Mazes concretize futility. Escapes and resolutions are exquisitely blocked by 
the angles of geometry. Barbed wire, even when razor-tipped, can still be cut 
and penetrated. If they prove awkward, one can always flaunt one’s 
scratches. Wires are far more pervasive than walls. When live wires, their 
insulation frayed, jostle against one another, sparks ensue. On these fall my 
tears, profuse showers on inflammatory soil. Like dew on gossamer, they 
glisten, as once shed in delight. They stop and think; then, like overhead 
railcars, zoom along the wires. Some hold messages in themselves; others 
merely relay those in the current. On occasion, such as in half-blind dreams, 
they collide. The very sight, the mere thought of them saturates my 
emotions. My messengers have built me a giant grid, which both nourishes 
and constricts me; over it, they spread me like wildfire. Its tangled 
adornments expand to blur my hopes and fears. (There were odd flashes 
during that long game of scrabble, when my key letters could not coalesce 
with any partners. The satisfaction was elusive; only for seconds were those 
shutters opened to me, offering a blinking glimpse of the heavens beyond 
words.) 
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There’s nothing here physically to digest. For the time being, I feel no want. 
But mentally there is much. The flashes dot and bleep through decades back 
to the schoolroom, at the extremity of both facing roles. Mathematics was 
always my hardest subject; quadratic equations only ever half-penetrated my 
cranium. I must now estimate the total number of terms I have uttered, and 
have had uttered to me, every week, for the past fifteen years. Say 2x2x15 
- 2,340 of each expression - 7,000 Grand Total. I’ll make out an index card 
for each term or, better still, recruit people to bear them on sandwich boards 
and get some sense of purpose out of their aimless wandering. If that system 
were more comprehensive, the world would be bleached out of disease. 

Down to brass tacks. (I’d quite like to shift the carpet, put a brake on my 
machine, but my watch and calculator are still very dear to me. I suppose all 
those sandwich boards will end up in the pulp mill.) 

I really should work on my breathing to create the semblance of a solid mass 
inside my lung, and make me pneumatic to the world - that’s what the Yogi 
meant, give my passions the voyeur’s vantage point. And what does the 
dictionary say now? Tuchin - a Chinese military governor; pynx - the 
meeting place of the ancient Athenian assembly. I thought as much: there 
will be a head-on confrontation between dictatorship and democracy, and I 
shall be the trigger. By what means? Thorium - radioactive? Not impossible. 
(I am a radiograph, registering all vibrations, reeling out of the four 
dimensions since that hypnotist warped my life.) 

Once I had an anaesthetic sense which abstracted and glorified my feelings - 
but what about my awakening? It plunged me into a deep, welcoming sleep, 
gave me double restoration, made me into a new quality, so now I can take 
to me cerebral heels . . . Anoxia? I’ve been keeping all the windows shut, 
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must be hankering after asphyxiation. Qualms? I brushed them aside before, 
and may do so again. 

Enough of this semantic hindsight; I must suffuse my mind with waves of 
clear thought, kick out all imaginings, daydreams and negative emotions - 
analyse them under that pure light which defeats all analysis. I must cleanly 
obliterate my intentions. (Glass is shattering; footsteps clatter; hemmers 
strike.) 

It’s all a matter of displacement. The new movements must not be saturated 
by reminiscences. But it is very hard to be both sensitive and impermeable. 
Am I now disconnected from the sources of interference with my brain 
messages? But I am still breathing, still verbally cognizant. One should stop 
any activity once it begins to feel automatic. But if one does, how are all the 
other activities sustained? In blocking up one channel, one may block them 
all. Now all is stillness. (Ricochets echo; ball bearings rattle on clock faces 
- 105, 204 . . .) Past foci recur, questioning the present. Parallel lines are 
forced onto all reflections. Now personal encounters are unlikely; so I’ll just 
run existing ones to earth. Until I strike, I’ll be elusive. 

My register of impressions is ramshackle and unwieldy; all its apparent links 
could be quite spurious (though even the spurious rewards depth 
exploration). 

Now the light outside is fading. I must take the black half into account. It 
must be there to justify the existence of that glaring street lamp. 

I am recording in extremity. My machinery is grinding down as I try 
desperately to speed up my words and make a complete coincidence with the 
last rotation, even as i partly desire that selfsame halt. (Whatever it brings 
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about, a halt is always a halt.) Mechanics are transcended by breakdowns 
which engender perfect fusion. I have been levitated half way up a 
skyscraper, to a point where gravity is sympathetic. 

Am I really denigrating other human beings, or am I crediting them with 
functions commensurate with my share in the cosmos? Have I learned to see 
them in proportion, or did I, through sheer vanity, reduce them to 
quintessential bleeps? 

My feeling of distinctness confirms that I am just like the rest. All my past 
encounters were in some way typical - detached, for the duration of 
immediate response to them, from the full range of possible encounters, the 
total of connections integral to its nature. But when working on me, the very 
strength of their ripples wrecked the detaching mechanism, lay me open to 
far deeper kinship and continuity. Individual relationships shrink in 
significance as the aggregate of their likes multiplies. Response to the 
aggregate blanks off the individual, though the chemicals and registers of 
response are the same, for one and all. There is opposition in the identical, 
identity in opposition. Given that particles are uncountable, even my wildest 
explanation cannot be discounted. If one’s target is dispersed, hits and 
misses are harder to register. So let the human race be my target! I’11 involve 
more and more people, expanding my new gestation with the 
substance of their lifetimes, real and potential, so that when I do my big 
caesarian and unleash it, it will account for them all - then I, having 
assimilated so many others’ experience, will spend a myriad lifetimes after, 
patching up wounds and remoulding mutations. (With a strong enough 
magnifier, marks can be seen on every tabula rasa.) 
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The chaotic heaping of events gives those agencies the strength to terrorize. 
Science and reason often defuse them, but through their manipulations, they 
can sometimes nurture chaos. Indeed, pure chaos is often the only thing that 
can make them move. 

"k 

(“You are an undifferentiated mass, and you give me the creeps! Whether 
you are seeking new impressions, or whether you are switched off, what are 
the odds? From you I get a constant flow. All the way along, with all the 
notes you’ve shown me, you have unwittingly relayed cryptic messages. 
While you constantly strove to be literal, the substance of your documents 
could always be deduced from cracks in their form. Your repeated 
transpositions and substitutions, intended to reinforce the literal, have 
enlarged existing cracks and made new ones - all, rest assured, richly 
illuminating.”) 

(Yes; he’s right; I have written my text into the universal prearranged 
rectangles. Certainly I can draw verticals, horizontals and diagonals, 
transpose columns, fractionate, conceal . . .) 

Once in a while, I make a foray from my abstract confines. Either these 
attune me to normal life, or they project me beyond it. My surroundings are 
so ordinary, but how many normal aspects have been removed from my life? 
But then, normality can only be fractional, and deviations just a matter of 
degree. Dead time now abounds as my ever-reliable escort. 

It’s very quiet. Is all at peace, or is the turmoil merely suspended, 
internalised? All the flesh of the fruit of knowledge cossets explosives; the 
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lethal blasts germinate in self-styled saviours. Utterances, at first positive, 
lose their substance when reiterated by a negative speaker. My residual 
linguistic clarity is an empty, transparent shell. It is constructive to break 
this, for fragments are always resilient - at the very least they can cut, and 
far more sharply than can pure information - often no more than an 
insulating layer of slime, no more than empty talk - that non-stop film 
projection on no screen. 

All around, the music plays on to infinity, though - as I fill my words and 
thoughts with each other, there is a suggestion of sound. Indeed, I often 
commit it to writing that I am uttering my thoughts out loud, and feel that the 
script excludes them from the auditory sphere. I sense the impending fusion 
of total innuendos and tracts of silence, which transcend the outer ear, and 
penetrate the inner. In my eardrums, tension is high. Objective music plays 
the cosmic code; that is the cipher I long to crack. I must break out of the 
octaval straitjacket; so many intermediate points merit registration. 

Evolution? Involution? What are the odds? Outside, there is a sparse 
minimum of concrete sounds, doors alone for the moment, though fleetingly 
a window did intrude. But they are only my words’ edges; in essence all 
repeatable as multiple octaves on high planes. I’ve already stumbled on a 
few chromatic surrogates. Exterior sound is always a shaft of light to me. As 
I become more fluid, I can better control the amorphous mass of my 
thoughts, even if I cannot yet distinguish between fluidity and 
amorphousness. (My adversaries are lying low; they will soon strike.) I do 
not inhabit my body; I am only contained in it. The same is true of this 
room. If I uncritically accepted superficial motion, I would get up and leave 
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now. (That was delivered by hand - what a caress from another mind! So 
I’ve been warned!) 

Other time-scales are encapsulated within the monotone of my own. In terms 
of individual obsessions, mine are the greater; in those of the cosmic law, the 
lesser - for in cosmic law the moment is eternal. 

Diurnal alternations flash before me. Prior to my precious moments of 
confrontation, I dreaded the passage across night’s ocean, as I was rarely 
benumbed enough for it to go smoothly. In itself, dawn was always 
reassuring, though the drifts onto which it led were always desolate, except 
for once. Night generally offered relief only in anticipation and illusion. 
Relief was always eliminated the moment its full reality impinged on me - 
bar once, when it was well redirected, turned my eyes and thoughts outwards 
and forwards. Now the essence of day and night, as a unity, winks at me, 
seems close to shedding tears. Then I, a world in myself, twizzle round to 
face the sun in a wink - and shun it in a blink. From what I can discern of 
my sun, properly abstracted as I find it, it always shows me the same profile, 
so I could easily have completed an orbit in one blink. As I think and blink 
between stars, time and space are fused - in a blinking light year; spinal 
hiatuses, swelling cortices, are all neutralised. 

In sleep, images grow untrammelled, On occasion their freedom spills out 
into the waking realm, to disrupt with calamities. But although my better 
judgement tells me that some frames are better broken, I would no more 
rupture that thin boundary membrane than burst a blood vessel. I’ll never be 
satisfied . . . now that my world has been pulled out of its old proportions. 
Ignorance mutes my resentment. So often I longed for unattainable sleep; 
now I gripe about the excess of its concomitants. I want lucidity, but without 
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deadening routine. Is that the same as something for nothing - even when 
the routine is purely verbal? 

I struggle towards the magical combination to reverse the temporal order. 

So I play on all the other orders - alphabetical, numerical, order of 
magnitude - though phenomena never really follow time; the cosmic code 
overrules the edicts of perspective. 

•k Jc & 

Walls, windows and doors fade before me, melt into a vast temple, an 
avenue of broken pillars, diverse chunks of severed parts, intact and 
battered, whole and crumbling facing. They fade into the horizon, now 
glowing dully. Does that glow come from the embers of man, or perhaps 
from a yawn of the sun? This temple - its stonemasonry my experiences, its 
bridges my abyss of speculation. I have raised it high enough to give me a 
panorama of the zones of light, but a leaden screen has sliced though the 
earth to bar my vision. But I have dug down to its’ materials sources in 
energy, unleashed powers beyond mankind, to raise it to a mountain’s 
height, then bend over, in a cowl, as the greater temple’s roof, a cupola to 
crown the straight wall’s circular edge. Then it will lunge back into the 
earth, melt down its sides to form a hemisphere, turn invisible and 
soundproof, absorbing and neutralising all vibrations. An inky gusher will 
burst through the floor and engulf those pillars, staining them with indelible 
black runnels, rivulets of letter components, triggering their luminosity. 

Now living, I am no longer lived; hoping, I am no longer hoped, nor even 
wished! I am the bin of others’ shattered illusions. Their tack has mended 
their old fractures of my reason. Things have now dropped the disguises of 
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imagination. All is revalued; all potential is not activated, though it will take 
time for the revaluation to take effect. In the interim, transitory poses remain 
expedient, documents comforting. The real road is circular; its magnetism 
sustains my perpetual motion, though and beyond images of linear 
progression, open to the world. In action, in flux and transit, revelation and 
deception feel, to me, identical, each possibility a modulation of light and 
dark, transparency and opacity, breathing through degrees, deprived of sharp 
switches. 

k k k k 

Something prompts me to go outside, and chat to a passer-by on the edge of 
temptation’s field. Whenever I stray from the true path, I hope to reach a 
point of no return which will strengthen my adherence to it. In each 
deviation, there is some linear progress and, more important, some 
resilience against predictability. These two things fill me with hope, true or 
false. 

So the truths are now exposed. If I had gone on trying to keep them hidden, I 
would have crystallised nothing. Rigidity would have emptied me, 
congealed my residue, congealed my residue into a brittle shell, stranded as 
those ruined pillars, denied even their base. 

The crisis point has opened the correct channel. Consciousness is a gale- 
sharpened sand-dune. Key phrases will resurface, as cycles, glandular orbits, 
replenish me. Before restructuring, I shall transmute myself into purified 
elements. While I am dissolving, fuming, the opposites will dance on, 
relentlessly. 
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I must come to terms with Saturn, the ring-pass-not; his orbit could be mine. 
By getting woven into that flat hoop of satellite particles, I’ll get shot of the 
dross - both of so-called fantasy and so-called reality. From there I can draw 
vital radiation from the outer three, as Neptune enters Capricorn and all 
the barriers, props and identity-tags crumble. In crumbling there is 
refinement, but which is the active principle and Which the passive, which 
the mortar and which the pestle? With what frequency of life is the ultimate 
power perceived, or does it lie beyond light? From beyond Uranus there 
issue electric storms, fireballs, supernovae; and the qualities? - 
Independence, aspiration, deviance, inventiveness (It feels more to me like 
the devil’s inventory of inveracities .) Through power beyond Uranus, the 
spatial and temporal are blended, to my great confusion and integration. I 
love a storm. Having broken through so-called morality, I coast alongside it, 
my edges neatly brushed by moral strands. I’d quite like to keep a luminous 
red devil here. I wonder what I’d have to feed it on, or whether it would be a 
little inanimate tar, generating its own energy. I expect it would get awfully 
lonely, so there should be a baby harpy to keep it company. I’m sure they’ll 
cut my thoughts in mid-formation, chop my every word into twos, threes and 
fours, make me clear. 

There’s some paper on the windowsill; pencils and felt-tips too. I’ll draw 
some diagrams, work some fallacies out of my system. (In the universal 
whispering gallery beyond me, all messages are in code; I am an unknowing 
receiver.) 

*k 

First I built on a hollow, then I tried to fly without means of propulsion, only 
to come down to earth with a crash. But then the agent of concussion 
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crumbled beneath me, not to reform firmly after any second ascent, ditched 
me when the ditch had dried up, leaving me sprawling on top of gravity’s 
field, neither free nor bound. So now I am bleached, etiolate, moulded by 
thesis and antithesis, with no synthesis in sight. Abrupt alternations have 
paralysed my surface. Through all its transferred deviance, the soil seduces 
energy into organism. 

An unknown power winged my limb-tips, summoned me to emerge from 
incarnation, with or without prior itineraries. Henceforth I am cold in my 
polar forge, can preserve my emotions while tempering them, select me for 
my image, to guide me. My configuration of opposites now opens the 
innermost chambers of my brain. Indeed they are portable, but none the less 
hallowed for that. Now I can see the rhythmic moon quite clearly, breathing 
me implicit time. 

Duplicity keeps me alive; absolute neutrality overpowers all conformity. 
Each part of my contradictory duality has a portion of the other in its midst, 
shaped like a comma; both halves would die without contrary inner 
punctuation. Through that pole in the corner I can concretize my theories. It 
was designed to open windows, so it has a screw thread at one end. Great 
things, screw threads; they give convincing illusions of spirals, coils, 
whirlpools, or perpetually disappearing into themselves, but never realising 
any culmination of absence. Forever they coil towards nothing, with no end 
result. 

k k k k 

The moon looks flushed. Is that just because of a spot before my wavering 
eyes, or has it been suffused with some of the essence of Mars? Mars of the 
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gonads, going to Godwanaland by gondola. That will take a few millennia - 
a happy respite if I am to be cursed with immortality. Good: that means I 
have nothing whatever to lose by turning myself into a tin god and making a 
human sacrifice of myself I appear to be running for my life, but am really 
standing firm. I trod many paving stones. Already cracked, they tell me I 
have been at work with my mallet. That must be very good for messages. 
Am I an ion, or a mere onion, manifold in layers but devoid of a centre? As 
human race and god, I devise my own liturgy, but must still face the ever- 
ambiguous brooding calm. It hurts me that I can only assimilate so little, but 
I could be highly effective as a sieve or filter. If I have a mesh, it must be 
fine. 

The black ends of my psyche slash my ego to administer protein and iron. 
Gangs. And boards can no more help me than they can hinder me. Maybe 
the corporate individuality has at last generated its own isolation!) 

Am I in a state of entropy? I feel flooded and parched at once by energy, 
sated and deprived into paralysis - by my own excesses. Now my energy- 
channels may only be unblocked by a breakdown - so it’s my duty to the 
greater truth to deprive myself to that point. I’m not leaving here to preach 
or manipulate. Masses of potential victims passed me in the street, giving me 
stunned, reproachful looks. No: at my very least I am, in myself, as cohesive 
as any mass, and no longer need to measure myself against one. I 
congratulate myself on having got shot of the atmosphere, that it never took 
me over. The heat once wasted in keeping up appearances now forges and 
tempers my new centre of gravity; it feels like a volcano-driven gyroscope. 
That new heat melts my head, my body, my room, boils them into one 
clinging haze - the smoke of experience’s fires mixed with steam from 
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reason’s wet blanket. But if I shift my disruptive sense of gravity to an 
analysis of all rational responses under stress, I can aestheticise the blanket, 
all the intersections of its coarse wool, all its loose, spiky threads. Its 
capacity to absorb untoward liquid, its unholy alliance with the liquid 
elements, its power to cow the fiercest flames - all can serve my ends. But 
can circumstances alone push me into the chasm? 


VII 


I lie at the end of the blind impulses of evolution - so-called higher 
development., Any attempt at correspondence is doomed to founder; 
centrifugal force will deny all fusion to its potential components, and sustain 
planetary patterns. Intelligence accepts duality, and holds its tightrope poise 
in face of the wobbling, wandering, wondering planets, those cosmic errors. 

What a surfeit of coincidences makes the ground I walk, sit and lie on, and 
the air I breathe. As least I’m not tied to the horizontal; this rocking chair 
affords me dignified oscillation. The sun has gone down, but it is still 
blocking all the other archons. Androgyny and parthenogenesis must have 
been achieved by now, fuelled by careless, suspended aggression, collective 
shadows are projected on to phantom foes. I am tuned in to nature, but exert 
no power over it, feel no desire to pull up tufts from the lawn or dig into 
flower beds. I’m a catatonic chameleon; stretching down - catch! I’m 
bevelling all the comers, all the pathways to my spherical chamber in the 
temple tower - I’ll make them smooth and clear as glass. 
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Time colludes with energy, binding me to orbits. Under compensatory 
pressures I try to force substance into reiteration even if, after analysis, the 
substance is merely verbal. Footstep analogies make imprints on my 
structures. Indeed I may stagger through several laps, sustain continuity 
through missing my footing, as if on glass, start with concussion, and have 
points emphasised, which might not happen in the course of a smooth¬ 
running relay. Many more slips will leave trails as guides for the perpetual 
next time round, which may be completed before these points blunt into stale 
landmarks, like most of my life. 

I’ve been telling myself I’m running round in circles for so long that now I 
am actually doing so. But there was always a motivation for the telling. Or is 
it just those reverberating after-echoes adding spurious density to a hollow 
assertion? What’s in a circle anyway? Ever-decreasing: people never tire of 
that ever-adhesive epithet. By being involved in such a motion, I’m really on 
to something. In the greater universe, there is an infinity of circles; there the 
linear never really prevails. And they are all ever-decreasing, to an exquisite 
pitch of refinement - to a point where there’s no apparent difference 
between an observatory telescope and an electron microscope. There’s 
enough absurdity on this pear-shaped near-globe on which I walk and 
breathe. Something far vaster than it is pushing and pulling on it, spinning it 
like a top, but not even a self-respecting top which (like a gyroscope) can 
hold to one point. It is so faulty that it is denied the ease of coiling, 
disappearing into itself, breathing the bliss of gas drawn from its inner lava. 
It is driven off to wander, twizzling and wobbling. It can’t even enjoy the 
freedom of exploration; the pressure just pummels and pulls it back to its 
starting point, to be given the honorary title of a new segment of reality. 
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Being a very bad batsman, I think the other side is secretly using magnetism 
to further its ends. But at least if, in pain, one knows the sickening rotations, 
is their full horror saturates the senses, there is some hope of turning the 
known universe anticlockwise, and reversing the direction of futility. There 
is no clear distinction between a wound tape and a wound thread. Life oozes 
into a circle and breathes out into a circle. 

I must be confined to a circular or oval gallery, generating optical illusions 
to hide its structure from me. I am the main reason for its construction. It is a 
barrier against the devastating sweep of organic process, of mutability. It 
must not be breached, but it is a terribly fragile. It can only remain intact 
through constant adjustments and modifications, to placate the callous, 
inscrutable logic of the elements’ whims. Yes: thus it defuses and diverts 
them, playing eternally for time. 

Air pressure seems to be the crucial factor. Everywhere I go, I hear gas 
hissing, though I smell nothing. Each room I enter and leave must be an 
airlock. As I open each door, I reduce the air pressure inside the structure; 
as I close it, it builds up, hardens again, sustains the mirage of open air, 
breathes an amorphous out-of-doors. 

The gallery is all the more intriguing for being so well-disguised. It helps 
suppress any temptation to let off one of the fire extinguishers. Perhaps all 
my panic wanderings round those cathedrals and municipal labyrinths were 
just my apprenticeship; those restricted venues were there to give me a 
foretaste of the structure which faces me now. 
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I am unfree. There is surveillance, overt and covert, even if it is only done 
with mirrors. I can only switch it off if I am allowed to slip into real 
significance. 
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* * * * 


I am adrift on a raft. The current has subsided. I am thrust through my 
rigging, using my groping instincts as an astrolabe. There’s a whirlpool 
screwing me down, spiralling me into the extraordinary. Pressure and 
density increase; my progress is now a compulsive thrust against my 
intrinsic buoyancy. There are threads, rings and knots. It’s 18.42 - time of 
the clock, time of the calendar, time of the orbit - pull of the time-switch; 
sixty; a point where the scales neither rise nor fall, or maybe the start of a 
downhill stretch. There’s a muted bell, with a masochist, my lookalike, 
bound to the clapper, working out his self-imposed penance. 

I need to punctuate my existence with some authentic persecution - my 
superabundance of semicolons doesn’t really meet my requirements. Roads 
of ink lead to marshes and quicksands. Syllables now are slurred, easily 
confused and interchanged; labials and dentals melt into palatals and 
sibilants; aspirates are roughened. ( Labile - apt to slip; the eucharistic 
spoon; so I’m both inconstant and sanctimonious.) 

For some time I had wanted to split; things were deteriorating; a wall of 
frigidity saturated the sheets. I almost took the initiative. It was a while 
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before the sense of relief got through to me. My mood gradually changed 
from submerged exasperation to limp calm which, in its turn, may wear off 

* * * * 

I have often told myself that I have only eighteen months or so to live. Did I 
have to make that assumption in order to be able to think clearly? Or does it 
provide a dramatic excuse for copping out of all action? I’m making a 
cemetery of letters, plaques and flagstones of congealed printer’s ink - 
black, waxy ditches they are, part of my grand programme for reclaiming a 
mental desert. 

It’s chilly; there’s a draught seeping under the door, but my adrenaline may 
be on a go-slow. Within me, rage and circulatory paralysis overlap 
extensively. Are these the metabolism’s polarities, feeding off each other, 
generating each other? Surely, if I had emerged into the world as an 
integrated, organic whole, one of those quantities would not have been there, 
pre-established, merely so that the other could be imposed on it. 

No; I’m not letting subjective responses run away with me. The cold feels so 
positive; it’s hard to remember that it’s merely the absence of heat. I’ll blow 
up a few icebergs, glory in a nuclear kaleidoscope, modulated by shattered 
floes. How marvellous for its shards to be thrust down through multiple 
layers of ooze then, buoyancy gained, slash and drag up sinews and 
membranes, stitch them into curtains for the heavens - which, for me, have 
been left so sadly raw and abraded! The temple roof needs an extension. Too 
long have I envied those pretentious insects of astronauts. For so long I 
thought that wings would enhance my anatomy , but once I sensed I had a 
pair - doubts were sown . . . when I travelled by air, the carpeted world 
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beneath me magnified my own hopelessness to global proportions. The 
embarrassment was sharpened when they switched off the automatic pilot. 

The blast will sweep me to a desolate shore, leading into a great red desert. 
I’ll ride down the Great Death Canyon to Silicon Valley, final rallying-point 
for the death-conditioned. I once had to man a switchboard when left alone 
in an office. My every touch meant that I cut off some conversation, or else 
transferred it to absurdity. It didn’t worry me too much, because each one 
might have been a mass of answering-machine monologues. 

Cortico steroids and cortico sickness will spread. I am the lone survivor of 
the ultimate communications revolution - great struggle as it was, with no 
winners, and nothing much to show for it but a bundle of signals and a pile 
of rubble, petering out into endless sand-drifts. Those shifting, loosened 
masses could be earth - distilled into its final essence, the quintessence of 
this planet. Hitherto I never built anything; that was always my trouble. But 
complete insubstantiality can never be substantiated - though some of the 
philosophers who thrashed it out came up with quite positive constructs. I 
was always reassured by reductive negativity. 

The adhesive binding of my scattered thoughts is weakening. I might be 
good enough to let them fall apart, then to form more natural connections. 
There must be troughs, for things to rise. 

On my next travels, I shall keep my eyes open for the observation posts, be a 
heliograph, slice huge distances just by a wink of a mirror. That device can 
start fires too, as can a magnifying glass. They are all extensions of 
undifferentiated eyesight. I can see a line of telegraph poles through the 
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windows. I am on board a train; the poles, telepathy’s props, are 
outstripping the messages, saturating me. 

* * * * 

(I’m perilously near to lashing out at anyone bearing the slightest 
resemblance to them, nondescript as they were. The gashes would not be 
blind: I would guide my strokes like a surgeon - find windpipes, aortas, 
jugular veins . . . I’d be very adept with the stitching needle immediately 
after the incision, though I can’t stand pools or rivers of anything but 
water.) 

At least he had the decency to depart after the knowing nod. At last I’m free¬ 
wheeling vertically. It doesn’t matter if the weakest link goes, and the chain 
drops. I’ll tackle that problem when I start climbing. 

Where might I have been sent forever after? On to some cliff-edge of 
absolution ... the real ones are awfully depressing; sandstone does get 
terribly pockmarked in the damp. Strange to reflect that the greatest 
preserver is swirling its trails at the end of the line of destruction, 
ledurbitoting around. (Marvellous that I could go this far before throwing 
in my only coined word. I’ll declare it to have two heads and two tails; 
then it can’t be used to back up snap decisions and determine courses of 
action without the proper degree of theatricality .) 

Blue and red are awash in the sky, linking me with past days, running 
parallel races against time. It’s eleven minutes to go - two identical digits 
differentiated only by their position - the additive seeming to multiply. It’s 
all down to a blast-off at zero-point, arbitrary but necessary, though it seems 
as absurd as the neutral integer from which its identity was purloined. There 
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could have been no progression towards my present state before the 
mathematical zero had been integrated into human thought. I could never 
draw a perfect circle; in my sketches there were always implicit hooks or 
knots. So the trickle has at last gained momentum, burst a few banks, 
expanded my discourse beyond the bounds of as tribal tributary (though it 
nearly knocked me senseless in the process). It deserves a link with the 
oceans, though its progress may be silted to nothing. 

Happy debility! Had I been in perfect health, I would have died years ago. 
Always managed to cheat the anaesthetic. Various contortions convinced me 
that I’d do better to remain uncured (It’s never advisable to lance an abscess 
prematurely). I’ve got a spot of ver-de-gris and would, I am sure, benefit 
from electrolysis. When I had my eyes tested, I had to focus to the right and 
to the left of the testing-rod. But spot-on identification was no real clue to 
my powers of vision. One cannot make a direct observation without going 
off at a tangent from the object observed, Therefore - if I am mentally cross¬ 
eyed, with my every idea off-focus, I should have a supreme ability to see 
the truth. That thought presses tears from my ducts to cloud the big issues, 
distort them into a mirage sky line. 

What’s this? A slab of concrete through the window - piercing shards, a 
howling draught ripping open a mental womb for a caesarian expulsion? It 
certainly has a vital presence, and it hasn’t sealed off my deeper thoughts, as 
it does to most. It puts far away the pains of my immediate past, makes them 
tractable, bearable. So much the better - when time depersonalises actions. I 
heard a shout and running footsteps. The pain has gone; I am not interested 
in flight or pursuit. Life, just at present, is not pushing me around; I’m 
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staying put. My time was warped, but now it’s straightened out again. This 
room and my life are mutual metaphors. So now, incontestably, both have 
been damaged. The big question is - how far should I pursue the analogy? 

It was probably just blind vandalism, aimless resentment. 

Yes: it’s a valid analogy. In all my key relationships, I was a fortuitous 
recipient of others’ tensions, just happening to be around to meet mass 
emotions, aroused by common stimuli (unless I am much more of a long¬ 
term catalyst than I ever gave myself credit for). It would be safer, and less 
conceited, not to have been really important to them . . . she could have hired 
someone . . . but even if she did, I’ve paid enough calls and dropped enough 
hints already. All resolutions belong to the hypothetical middle future. I 
can’t really pre-plot retorts or rejoinders. I have long studied exit skills. I 
must use all my acumen to time this ultimate exit, maximise its impact, for 
anticipations help one to absorb shocks, and from now on I can allow no 
buffers. 

I have not yet needed an organ transplant. So far, my hypochondria has 
shielded me well, been my passport to free, abstract realms, a blanket facing 
mortality. I am in a bottleneck; time, space and energy jostle - that’s better 
than a vacuum. I shall locate my impasses, then circumvent them - identify 
my shackles, as yet undefined, and break free from them. Space once felt too 
diffuse, too dispersed for me. Through the blessed laws of paradox, clearer 
identifications and thicker walls give me greater freedom. Now circles rule 
my every passage. Long ago, I defeated the linear, simply be accepting it in 
ignorance. May alternative gravity and invisible walls counter the 
ground! 
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Whatever the pattern really is, I am at the centre of something. What goes on 
around me spans the senses and blends with the intangible. I have 
suppressed my own circulation, denied my energies their spatial channels; so 
weariness floods me. Space, so long diluted, is now concentrated - maybe 
for my consumption. Its excessive admixture of water on earth has now 
evaporated. 

On occasions, I have left elemental heat on in electric kettles, which got 
charred, so there is composition, and with it the possibility of fractures and 
fissures, which will reveal new structures. 

There is no central core ofperception. But I must find some core - in spite of 
my overbearing desire to perceive. I’ll strain my isolation until the cracks 
start showing. 

Did I ever have things too easy, cheat myself? Am I now overcompensating, 
struggling with areas of knowledge to which I was pushed by others? If I can 
bring myself to a point above censure, where I need no new terms, if any 
attempts to find such fall flat on their faces, then I shall have the nut in a 
nutshell; I’ll glimpse the kernel, then the obsidian flagstone of the new 
structure. Before that happens, my so-called life may end. But through the 
sheer force of my attempt, mortality will lose its power to cheat me. I must 
get to the point, become a point within myself - oh me, of cells read, white 
and grey, infinitely elastic. I can’t be a real mathematical point and still be 
material. I’ll be the world’s prime microdisc, companion to the ideal 
microchip. My flow is the composite sum of jostling eddies, those 
transparent aspects of myself which I once considered substantial. 

(Come on: show some bravado; do me in - cut my heart out and eat it!!). 
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I can squeeze no more out. It’s like biting a stone. I must respect both stone 
and teeth. I am convinced that the main events in my life are respectable and 
reversible. Given that (when considered unreflectively) all lines go into a 
gradual decline before the great mortal departure (if only that could be 
synchronised with love). But there is no distinction between the mental bank 
which helps me conceptualise my death-throes, and the memory-bank which 
allows me to reconstruct my past traumas. Both so-called areas are equally 
dependent on observation, reading and reflection. If I latch on to their 
common factors, I can experience a positive reverse-growth process - work 
backwards/forwards to my prime of life. Prearranging patterns of response to 
those experiences must be difficult, but it can’t be impossible. I wonder if I 
could will the demise to the scene of a trauma, and then to that of a good 
experience. If I could, then good and bad could perhaps be synthesized by 
the integument of the locality, made one - retroactive - giving me an 

efficient surrogate restructuring of life! That idea is a mental palimpsest, but 
the submerged factor must be latently powerful enough to be quite 
unambiguous. I’d love to know how long there is to do. If I’m a resilient 
radium salt, my time can expand to a greater fraction of the good earth’s area 
- given a few millennia, I could probably complete my monumental task 
with ease. 

k k k k 

Deranged people, apparently, retreat both from the past and from the future; 
they transpose dreaded future events into the past, and cultivate anxiety 
about them as if they had already happened - and their reverberations 
perpetuated through an eternal present. I show all the signs of being one of 
them - it’s like wanting a skirt to keep on falling so that it can keep on 
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rising. I’d better seek legal advice. I hope I’ve come to terms with life’s 
passing. As for the future, it hasn’t shown its face yet - or if it has, I’ve 
missed it. Anyhow, I won’t be here forever. 

In every fibre of my body, the past accumulates. I’ve been all the way 
through human prehistory. I form the boundary line of an ever-advancing, 
expanding past; my so-called future is an ever-dwindling reserve of 
potential, instantly eliminated on realisation. Thought and feeling are at last 
united through the shrinkage of that reserve. Voices speak to me from the 
past, verbatim in their own extended present. 

I remember old slowings-down, hiatuses in circulation. How far have I really 
gone? I’m an involuntary terminal of some clandestine communications 
network. This box I’m in - it’s so pure in its simplicity that it could be a lift, 
caught between two floors by a prolonged power cut. If I really think about 
my surroundings, I may as well be in a submarine or a space capsule. One 
often has to go on raking over tired ground. There’s an empty tin can in the 
comer - looks as if it has been cleaned out to make a collecting box. 

It is possible to be a rejected fugitive: think of all those parasites who 
wanted to suck the life blood out of me and then ditch me. They pursue until 
sated, but not yet secure in their satiety, and then, with bmte rebuttal at the 
front of their minds, make their swoop for the last drop. Such is the way with 
most relationships; sometimes one must pre-empt the rejection. Within 
myself, I feel the tension of both forces. I’ve got a firm grip of both ends of 
the tape measure. She’s bound to get in touch again. 

They wanted to commit me to a mental institution, so that I could infiltrate 
the centres of power via the back door of the psychiatric network. Where I 
am now could be the next best thing, saving the rest of humanity at the 
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expense of extra, disposable props. Convergers, divergers, pulses, re¬ 
interpretations at the tips of the nervous system, colour preference (though I 
have no monochrome axis, identical pulses or wavelengths of light). I can’t 
doze off, and this is a rare occasion when I don’t regret it. 

I’m still not moving; my arms and legs have gone to sleep. No action, no 
desire emerges from the present. Voided, I set off for the vanishing future, 
though my paralysing memories are still too remote for comfort. The 
blurring is not on the external wavelength I want. 

My surroundings crumble into me, their decomposition quickened by fire. 
My fascination rises, sensing itself to be short-lived. Is that infantile 
regression? My supposed adult judgement cannot tell me. Experience still 
keeps me clamped to the present, but one gains self-knowledge through 
failed attempts to break clamps’ holds. Crises may, or may not, be 
extrapolated from the flow of time. Materially, I aim at a neutral point, 
neither ponderously free nor yet destitute, which puts the ball in my will¬ 
power’s court, to create and stand the strain. There’s still a small credit 
balance bolstering me up, on call when the digits are ordered and quoted. 

The way to the immediate, past or future, is now closed. I cannot undercut 
that minimum psychic distance, nor have I yet gained the strength to jump it. 
By way of contrast, the route to the remote areas is now wide open. The 
intervening abyss shrugs off gravity, makes it laterally centrifugal to dross. I 
must break up the old dividers, ideas of excess and weak sense of form. 
There is more comfort in fissures. Every repetition - verbal, alphabetical, 
numerical, could indicate a pause for breath, and every sequence ensuing 
from that pause - a red herring. 
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Memory and attention lean on each other. I could just be playing a game. 
Games protect sanity. I am humanity’s psychic deposit safe. Only I know the 
combination to open myself up; no computer can plumb my depths. If it is 
idiocy to say such a thing, that idiocy makes me a mathematical prodigy. If 
everything can be reduced to numbers, then my power in the world is 
absolute. 

I’m not sure which game provides the best analogy. Pintables are awfully 
trite, and I should leave chess until later. Ludo isn’t bad; the idea of 
reverting to zero whenever you are overtaken is incredibly compelling. 

k k k k 

Existence sprouts from error. If ever a particle of truth could be completely 
isolated, its iridescence would obliterate the universe. My language is both 
vehicle of death and obstacle to death. Just one vibratory rhythm, fusing 
thought, word and impulse, keeps mew from suicide. But all the elements 
must struggle to sustain this fusion. My thoughts burst out of their verbal 
shells to seal their resolutions in breaths and vacua. But the words’ edges 
still silhouette the vacua. Sounds and pauses, broadcast, find dark links and 
hold light lines. Curved space imposes a kaleidoscope on all fragments. I 
need a curving and straightening lens for my mind’s eye. I am a mountain, 
binding earth and sky. Some of my familiars tried to scale me, and scale me 
down in the process, tried to cheat me of my analogical birthright. They put 
indices inside my head, fed me with the notion that I could be a complete 
dossier for all their topics. 
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But the indices defy their initiators’ wills. They are in constant flux, only 
having apparent stasis when they hide their motions under scrutiny. They are 
particles suspended in liquid, made to look solid by eye-contact. 

Clogging, throttling the indices inside me there’s a jam of submerged 
expressions, retarded retorts. These must out - to clear the congestion - 
danger of falsehood or no danger of falsehood. As a formerly social animal, 
I had a full circle of experience, looping pain and pleasure, squashing them 
into a nucleus. Now I must stretch the initial lasso - grow my lens to refract 
space and survey all from the vantage periphery. By vitalising this 
expansion, I shall absorb all intermediaries; the radius is the key to all of 
them, its fluidity makes my elusive point. Chameleon laws have shackled 
humanity - but now, revealed beyond all rainbows, they shall unlock it. 
Smothering viscosity shall evaporate, and matter once eclipsed shall assert 
its fluidity. I am grown a mirror to myself, and have gained all the attributes 
of that on which I purport to reflect. 

They’re coming to get me. Which side are they on - or have both sides sunk 
their differences to gang up against me? The footsteps are getting louder. 

I’ve just been flipped into verticality. But my sizeless blaze blinks eternal, 
and if there is a genuine circle at the base of my cone of being, I need no 
point. Now I am a universal vacuum, the zero source basic to the world’s 
calculations. And so I can deflect the world’s magnetism. I am compressed, 
encapsulated; curved space condenses my essence. Through my minuteness, 
I have expanded to planetary proportions, given mankind a mental and 
sensory tabula rasa. All their old data are now in my limbo file. Henceforth 
other people can only know themselves if they are pitched in the middle of 
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my curved tubes of being and seeing. Any future approach to me will be a 
freak occurrence, a privilege and a humiliation to its perpetrator. 

*k 

It’s the beginning of a downhill stretch - end of term. All those students 
were concerned with those right names, denying all, revealing nothing (or so 
I thought). Under such conditions, one wonders if shadows could be solid. 

It’s only a few hours before my comeuppance; I’d better start working things 
out. The treasury of a pocket calculator has no positive bottom - pi, square 
root, 1/X, %. Let’s see what happens when the magical 7 is put through each 
one in turn - 3.1315926, 1.7723538, 0.5641895, 1.28739 - I’m sure those 
statistics are concretized in urban and national populations (I wish I were!). 
I must have pressed the wrong button -it’s gone way below zero . . . must 
repeat the process with the anti-residue ... it seems to give the same Tias 7. 

I must take care. This little machine’s got to be linked to the main 
apparatus; it can launch me on numerical star-treks, brain-scanning me as I 
go along. I must have done the real damage already, with every press of the 
knob. Should I leave it alone, immerse the calculator in water? No; if I did 
that, a holocaust could be unleashed. But if I persevere, I’ll probably 
stumble on the cancellation code and bless the world with everlasting peace 
-for what that’s worth!) 

In terms of one function, 7 = 0.3234827. That could be the key to something. 
If I keep on square-rooting 254 times from a base of 7, I get back to 1; it’s 
only 23 times for k. Yet if I keep on square-rooting 1/pi, I end up with 
0.999998 - and one divided by that - 1.0000002. Add these together and 
you end up with 2. That strikes me as a tremendously roundabout way to got 
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from 7 to 2, from a rectangle plus to a mere angle. But what is my thinking, 
if not based on roundabouts? Then, if I start with n and then press, 
alternately, the square root and 1/X buttons, it takes 21 presses to get back to 
1. The extremities of my calculator have shown me that a complete, sound 
structure defies multiplication, and is proof against extension. Multiplication 
has its limits; it forms barred, linear structures. It can only square 26 times, 
stopping short at 13421772. If I go on multiplying, increasing the multiplier 
by one for each calculation, I could only go as far as multiplying by 12 - end 
total: 479001160. Eight leads to the point of two after only nine calculations. 
The hiatus is endemic to the process. Multiplication carries the elements of 
its own annulment - pointing to the absolute zero as the foundation for the 
true Babel. 

In the spirit of geometry, I now focus my emotions on areas beyond 
emotion. In the spirit of chemistry, I transpose their elements. Is this action 
ultimately dispersive or integrative? And, for that matter, which am I? I’m 
still on this raft, in a sea of disconnected, fractional experiences. I can’t tell 
the water from the weeds or the wreckage. In myself, I am a species, a 
structural point of equilibrium, a very special combination gleaned 

from a ruthless selection out of 92 elements; and I can’t square 92 very far. 

There is a message here, accessible only to the most tenacious. Even apart 
from their frightening contingency, I am sure that these calculations are 
world-shatteringly significant, especially in the architectural field. If I find 
the right formula, I can estimate all stresses accurately. Consciously, 

I’ve been doing so for some time, and all my supposed groundwork has been 
their covert application. Without that understanding, everything would come 
crashing round my ears. But it might have done that already, my calculations 
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having accelerated the fatigue of my materials. My watch hasn’t had the 
sense to stop yet. Until it does, I’ll be ever more dependent on my calculator. 
I must plumb the depths. Every effective thought grasps the essence of a 
whole’s divisions; four is the encyclopaedic maximum. Whenever I progress 
to a fifth step, one of the four preceding ones, generally the first, 
automatically disappears from consciousness. (So if I can premeditate my 
blind spots, a sharp adversary can anticipate them, perhaps exploit them. 
From now on, I must look back after every step forward.) 

I wonder if the chip in my calculator acts in this way . . . 

I am an elemental thaw; I crack living ice. This room is an air-bubble, 
mobile and insulated at the earth’s core. Only at dead of night do I meet real 
end and real surface, can I be at one with my room. Come sunrise, I must 
crawl back under my stone. 

k k k k 

In the aftermath, the explosion happened. My shade, my living counterpart 
which I thought I was, has come to rest in me. My volubility is part of the 
residue of the supposedly living. But, as ever, I may be ensnarled in a web of 
self-deception. If I am destined to hollowness, then I can go just as far as the 
surface, the observation point. I can never fully re-enter the world which left 
me smarting with its lashes. I am still oppressed by a sense of the finite. The 
living delve deeply, trying to winkle me out. In the middle distance, some of 
them blast and quarry, amplifying my shivers. (Whoever it might have 
been has obviously gone away. They’re waging a war of nerves on me.) 
In the dim light, the horizon is barely visible. It seems to undulate against its 
own solidity. I’m getting spots before my eyes - must be over-working. My 


140 



second vision records an inverted geyser absorbing vast clods of earth. I hear 
cracking and spray. 

Chemistry has been reversed. Now the eruption has ceased, having 
thickened the dominant mass. There are a few coins rattling in my pockets. 
The faces stamped on them are devoid of character - as round at the edges as 
are the curved numbers. I want to return to that primal, beyond perception’s 
pale, where sphere and tetrahedron are fused. In my attempt to fuse 
expansion and concentration, I hollowed myself out. In order to do so, did I 
unwittingly abscond with unknowable central cores? 

* * * * 

I am no more, no less than a microchip, or at least a substrate wafer for this 
hollow communion. So I’m made of pure, single-crystal silicon, and am 
apparently four inches in diameter. Myriad layers of circuits hang above me. 
To have any practical application, I must be segmented. Those aspects of me 
which act and articulate are a minute fraction of the whole. I am totally 
unidirectional; the tiniest scratch can deactivate me - such damage is 
irreparable. 

Lithography is part of my process, so I must be asked several times in order 
to find myself - isolation, polysilicon, oxide-removal, metal and overcoat. I 
must be prepared for a low yield per wafer. My rocky being is layered 
beneath the circuits, insulated by a blanket of inert gas, keeping me at 1420 

0 Celsius - my melting point. No; that’s been instantly superseded. The 
layers have been separated by experience’s furnace. I’ve seeped out of my 
oxides - turned to pure silicon. Now I am thrown on my own resources; no 
external computer can simulate my activities. 
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I’ve made a reticle - great achievement! But I’m still worried: one grain of 
dust could wreck everything, and this room is a dust-trap. Some particles 
are visible in the corners; couldn ’t trust a vacuum-cleaner to eliminate 
them, even if I knew where to find one. So my vigilance must be total. Now, 
as an insulated ball of discourse, I can keep the impurities at bay . . . but 
there are desired impurities - dopants (sound suspiciously like sedatives to 
me). When these reach the scene (and my intuition should detect them) I, 
healthily porous, shall absorb them all, with them develop my own 
conductivity. Working through my sensuality to pure intellect, I’ll be true to 
my waferhood. My dioxide, transcended with pain, is very useful - hard, 
durable, adhesive and an excellent insulator. For many purposes, protective 
coatings are indispensable, and they thicken in steam. In spite of always 
having been so, I don’t know what to use as a solvent. 

Slowly, gracefully, atoms of impurity traverse my crystal. Solid state 
diffusion must be the most fulfilling state known to any human being. My 
atoms are ionised, stripped and streamlined for rapid progress. Impurities 
(desired ones, I hope) are introduced at room temperature. So my here and 
now provides ideal laboratory conditions, and all those sympathetic particles 
find their appropriate depths. They may wreak havoc in their path, but such 
damage can be healed by annealing. These are not to be considered as dust. 
They will be sheeted so that they may be suffused in colour. Oh happy, 
ultimate rainbow, without too much steam to engender it! 

The concentration of the dopant must be strictly regulated. Ionization often 
replaces the pre-deposit step on a diffusion process. This is effective for 
regulating threshold voltage. (Oh happy parallels with the passions! Having 
made a decisive detonation, I am being pushed inexorably to the universal). 
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Chemical vapour deposition and evaporation are vital for the deposition of 
film. Pity I didn’t have the camera all the way through. As I thought: the next 
step cannot be ventured without applying intense, possibly explosive heat! 
All through my implicit speech, I have been creating clouds of silane gas. 

My spray carried me into an aircraft, then into a warhead. I was dropped, 
detonated on civilisation, scarred and mutated all beyond a name, brought 
the cosmos to earth with its every pain. A metallic charge, generally of 
aluminium, must be evaporated (aircraft material - at white heat and 
beyond? There’s a signal if ever there was one.) It would be great if that 
really happened to the tin can in the corner. Layers are kept equal and 
uniform by rotation, and my head is spinning. The wafers are placed in a 
planetary. 

Having clarified my own situation through cosmic analogies, I must now 
reverse the process. Selective oxidation is both indispensable to process and 
creative in its side effects. Now for the big question - can the process of re¬ 
individualising segments of the wafer be cosmicised? An organic 
counterpart of polycrystalline silicon can be plasma-etched; so there’s a link 
with the life-stream. But what about the free radicals? There are certainly 
loads of them rampaging around my brain-box. - let alone the masses 
outside. Apparently they attack films, but not photoresist masks. I could 
never take too much cinema at one stretch; it always put me on the rack. 

Another hurdle topped, with all its peeled thoughts and attenuated syllables, 
freewheeling to the bliss of forced wakefulness. This is the flood tide, while 
outside the blue-black sky thickens. Evaporated tears and non-approaches 
mix the gases, pave the way for desired intruders, unshakably adhesive and 
finer than any dust. Photolithography is the key to the new technology. In 
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my purified state, I stick my neck out, but my oxide always provides a bolt¬ 
hole - it can still all flames and slow down the process of phosphorus. I am a 
terminal, a diode, a rectifier, half-conductor. Whether my sparring partners 
care or not, I am now definitely resisting, pushing against something - 
perhaps my final departure. 

*k 

I remain a sceptic; my thoughts would go septic with that hook removed. 
Now my situation must either contradict itself ore be transformed. If my 
stasis of neutrality and detachment is a non-position, then any conscious 
reflection on my part either makes it positive, or takes it away from me. My 
safety cannot lie in silence alone. But since I have no external auditor, my 
silence cannot effectively be broken. When one talks to oneself, it is never 
violated. No-one can really listen to me. If there were any recording 
apparatus on the premises, it would depersonalize my utterance beyond any 
conversational pale. 

At some point, I’ll count my references. Am I scanning every area, or only 
one restricted zone? Until I am assured to the contrary, I must accept my 
floor as a piece of multifaceted ground. The cognitive must never be 
confused with the practical. But at least it isn’t scorched (or the scorch- 
marks are invisible). It’s probably best to leave it alone. When grubbing 
around in the dark, one is always in danger of falling into a trap. 

Who knows? There might be a real trap-door or inspection plate, effectively 
staring me in the face, under that tatty carpet. At least I’ve got a cue to shift 
some of this shabby furniture, after having venerated it for so long as a set 
of fixtures ... the underfelt is very much as I thought it would be - at least 
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five years old, I think. Lo and behold! There is a panel! I can only just see 
it, for it fits perfectly into the floorboards. Its dividing lines are exquisitely 
fine, but I have neither chisel nor crowbar, so I’d better leave it alone. Good 
god: something’s ticking. 

I am not yet highly enough evolved to reflect or absorb the night. I must 
shrink back a little and put the light on. That’s produced a strong contrast. 
But I may now be experiencing more of the prism than hitherto. Now my 
lines of thought go limp and droop, as pressure on them slackens. They lack 
the resilience of particles. Common sense means finding a common 
denominator for all the senses, and I still lean on the premise of their 
separateness. Linear composites are a fallacy. Common sense is never 
stable; it only seems so because it never leaves a sense alone. Never 
blinkered, it is a random scanner, capricious in its directions, irresponsible. 
To my great credit, I got to the bottom of it, shattered it, never having had 
any real regard for its sediment. I ration myself now to the odd reference to 
its fragments, matching the scanner with my memory, searching 
constantly for revealing fissures in its old containers - the cracks of truth. 
There are many good growths from broken flowerpots. 

All my life, I have accepted contradictions when I could easily have ignored 
them. Some of them must be quite independent of my life-span. Chemically, 
my environment is wanting, but it is an excellent knowledge refinery; all my 
vacua are catalytic. 

The uncritical have no mirrors. For them, there is only multiplicative and 
structural corroboration . . . distinct, though ever confused, and 

multiplication finally undermines structure, especially when an additive is 
superimposed on it. My calculator taught me that. So there’s the happy 
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trinity - data, danda, dubitanda. That, as I recall, leads on to the inductive 
method. The constant problem in my mental laboratory is that the reiteration 
is constant, but no probabilities are confirmed - perhaps that’s the whole 
point, or the whole particle. I’m sure my spectral insurgents are now 
flooding the libraries. 

Beware of the dandum ; do not be swayed by its apparent purity. Boundaries 
obsess me, but they are mere degrees of intensity, progressing on a low 
gradient too. I need more verbal pegs. A sound structural theory generates its 
own cognitive value, becomes indistinguishable from its evidence. All my 
theories have substance; I am the urn of cognitive values, protecting them 
from evaporation, preserving them as irrigators. Finally, though, I must be 
blinded by my contents. 

Through indefinite mists loom bounded quantities, cracking their bounds 
into nascent visibility, losing substance, absorbing growth, to the partial 
relief of their surroundings. But my scanner cannot embrace all zones. 

Am I the scouring pit of the universe? I don’t think so - yet. Anyway, there 
is more than one pit, more than one barrel. They’re constantly being juggled 
and refilled - by nothing, with something. 

k k k k 

Being utterly average and totally malleable, I have access to all knowledge; 
my root-potential could be applied anywhere, with an equal chance to 
develop; all knowledge is one. I look backwards and forwards to its 
wholeness, for its so-called branches will ultimately rejoin as roots. In the 
meantime - eclecticism prevails - confusing, but integral to all dynamics. 
Through it, and it alone, the organic and the mechanical shall be fused. 
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(I tried to be consistently one part of the duality, hoping that my lasting 
partner would be the other. The attempt failed. Did it succeed with the 
fleeting spirit-partner?) 

Through clinging to their separateness, two people came to a cul-de-sac. 
Bridges were blown and there were avalanches of rubble. During the times 
of vain striving, each rival thought itself more substantial and enduring than 
the other. The opposite number seemed to be a transitory nuisance. They 
would dam each other’s floods to parch each other, be as living vegetation in 
total war. 

I’ve conquered the temptation to treat any theory as fixed and fully formed, 
and got through to the truth behind solids. My entire discourse could be an 
elaborate crisscrossing of all other series in gestation. I am a growing theory, 
swelling, analysing myself to abstraction. As I aim my thoughts (and as my 
thoughts aim their hardware), I allow for my inherent bias. Four factors are 
involved here - ideal trajectory - ideal points an d times of concussion. If I 
took my aim in naive trust in my trajectory’s straight line, I would be 
foregoing the end in blind adulation of the means. But if I aimed wide of the 
target, thereby improving my chances of hitting it, I would be betraying my 
senses, putting reasoned abstraction above them - thereby, in pure 
contradiction, shrinking my responsibility for my actions. I am barred, 
straitjacketed by the fixity of the species. I have realised one aim by 
pursuing another. 

The atoms of confusion and compartmentalisation have already been split. 
So I may, with impunity, use an analogy of staircase and ascent, even though 
the staircase may be latticed and adjustable. This is like convalescence. I 
long for an ailment to keep on protecting me, have a sinking feeling as its 
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warm pain is gradually peeled off. I try to apply definitions, but only 
multiply each one into a mist. Through self-discovery, I may have lost self- 
control. I always did find it hard to follow my own orders. I’ve had to 
impose a time limit on myself. But the word ‘time’, having no satisfactory 
definition, breaks all categories. Its limitless uses make an absorbing weave. 

Hopefully my statements will finally tally. (It’s crawling with life down 
here: the time is near for me to detonate.) The flood is rising; fissures are 
widening. Linings of flame are sealing the firmament and firming the seals. 
The universe is my body, and all my disturbing experiences its disease- 
organisms. Astralwise and nucleuswise, I emanate from a centre. 

Most of my body is dead matter. Indeed, no metabolism could function 
without a covering of the deceased. I’m not so far removed from coral after 
all, with my need for moisture. Three ants just scurried under the door, 
bodies run down, temporarily circumscribed. 

I see a gigantic egg-timer, sands pouring in from the ether, heavenly filled 
deserts. The battery of my watch is running down at last. My only attempts 
to define time and motion have been in terms of each other. All the attempts 
are self-defeating. If, ultimately, consciousness is shared and on the level, 
then my individuality can neither be truncated nor exist for itself. Though 
circumscribed by isolation, I am bound to the soul of humanity, bouncing 
forever from the sphere-edges of the absolute present, provisional eternity 
and undefined duration. There is no comfortable detachment for the 
integrated parts of a temporal whole. 

Only circles can plot my mind’s motions. All linear beginnings are bent into 
rings. Constant ripples counter their pristine resilience. If they fail to bend, 
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all rules are broken. Life’s sonic and optical spans are all subject to 
refraction. 

Though my utterances feel cumulative, it seems the one mobile, utterly 
malleable sentence - embracing in its essence all sentences, is my ultimate 
companion on my astral journey. In the prismatic glory of its reflected form, 
it embraces all statements and functions. As I flash through space, it is my 
organ of sight and hearing. 

k k k k 

Humanity did creep under the door. People are very like ants, except that 
they’d rather keen on poisoning their own nests. Our civilisation has 
suffered a somatic death, set off by a micro-bomb, cleverly placed. Or else 
I’ve taken a slow poison. Now I am receiving masses of generic signals. 
They show no immediate sign of abating, but their strength gives me no 
sense of permanence. The signals seem to come from four-dimensional 
sources. 

Suppose I am in a ‘pending’ file, in a state of suspended animation. If I am 
at rest, I must be at variance with time. I am still moving, and in the mobile 
medium too. The outermost sphere may be the swiftest. My racing mind 
labours under sluggish verbalisation. I had long thought of substance and 
motion as being opposed. The reverse is true: like most of my body, hiatus is 
a mass of dead cells from bodies past, whatever they amount to in the final 
assessment of energy. 

Am I diluting my being? Do I grow weaker with expansion? Time can’t go 
on without me. The sun must now be far beneath my floor. I never did have 
much time for nothing, and nothing is ever thought. Split seconds, flying 
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particles, sweep on. Only words emerged from memory, never facts. All 
measurement is retrospective, retroactive. I must accept impressions without 
letting them interrupt me. The future shrinks before me. But this cannot be, 
because it is not, yet. I need the supreme elemental integer, which cannot be 
broken down - neither chemically, physically, nor mathematically. From 
now on, until the end of my life, there won’t be a genuine breakdown. 

Time doesn’t really worry me any more. Nor will space for much longer. I 
am cursed by a paucity of constant ratios. Those of tenor and vehicle, 
impulse and word, are inconstant even in their remoteness. This may be 
because none of my discontinuities and shocks, severe as they were on 
impact, were decisive enough to make new premises for my existence. A 
monotone, a continuum, is no repetition. There are no positive 
discontinuities in time, and in space their prospects are quite tenuous. There 
were attempts to cut integral knots in non-Euclidean space; they failed. 

k k k k 

My shell is not dense enough to exclude temporal and spatial beams. It’s OK 
to use the analogy of light, for I do depend on light to plot things, even 
though my foci are far beyond the window. Would that time were an opaque 
oxide, forming the walls of my chamber - and that my flames could purify 
it, leaving no carbon residue. (Bones finally go into coal). That’s just as 
conceited as thinking I could use eternity as a tool . . . but what seems 
absurd, when packed in reason’s ice, is not necessarily so. Anyway, both the 
reality and the mirage of absurdity are essential to life. If I had really been 
that big, would I have desired to break out of my individuality? The question 
is unanswerable. I can no longer define my desires with precision, no more 
plumb any hypothesis for substance (as if I were that way inclined). 
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But what if I am time, vainly longing to embrace the mortal vitality of my 
measurers. High frequency events take aeons to emerge into coherence. 
Lines across my head, in a jumble, threading, needling like radio waves, 
stretching their strands, some of them drowning out others, making their 
frequencies sound deceptively low. As a receiver, I am saturated. Oh to 
know a tenseless language, develop a tenseless logic. The present’s temporal 
neutrality has always been a bit dicey, and as for conditionals . . . 

* * * * 

It feels like midnight. Black time reminds me of impending light, for pure 
blackness cannot deepen further. (Non-mental processes will force me to 
some conclusions, so I’ll take ordinary language to the limits of existential 
definition. 

My past feels wide open now; I can range freely through it. . . though in all 
reason, great tracts of it must be hermetically sealed. My threads are fraying; 
now diaphanous limbs of transient expressions slip through my spider’s web 
of words, tearing as they go, leaving loose ends behind them - things of light 
and life dropping broadcast into soil-coloured quicksand. 

At any moment, there may be an intrusion, human or chemical. Still, sleep 
does not feel impending; nor, for the moment, is it desirable. I must get to 
grips with my series. All events depend on coincidences, and each 
component of every event is multiple within itself. The immediate future is 
closing in on me. At any moment now it could overtake me, overshoot the 
natural point of present denouement. Indeed, it could have done so already, 
or it may soon be personalised. Something drastic’s got to happen. (I can’t 
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get away now; I’ve rung the police. I can certainly count on them to bring 
me back to routine.) 

The universe out there is not the totality of what I would like to see. The 
foreground blurs hopelessly into the background. It is inconceivable to move 
one four-dimensional part of a composite event round at right-angles - a 
quarter of a circle, to the outer parts, so that its time order parallels the 
spatial order of its location. Quite wrongly, I’ve always read parallels into 
coincidences. I wish that time had more dimensions, that there were vertical 
and lateral time. But perhaps these dimensions do exist, and numbers are 
their key - time linked to space by the square root of minus one. The process 
of becoming is really weird. 

It’s too much to expect my mind to be both static and dynamic. Into my 
self-imposed immobility, I have read a universal significance which it does 
not necessarily deserve. Better to be in a lighthouse than on this raft; I’m 
playing hopscotch over a crazy paving of fixed and moving stepping-stones. 

Have I been a time-space worm, trying to wriggle my way out of the most 
basic confrontations? I’ve tried to double the word for my own selfish ends. 
I have no absolute right of passage. In my attempt to draw them together, to 
make linear sequences of my memories and desires, I’ve been pushing 
reason and experience ever further apart. No substances are truly 
individual. How much, I wonder, really depends on outside observers. When 
the next person looks at me, I know that it will be a random look, irrelevant 
to my true nature and function. 

k k k k 
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Just who do I think I am, trying to write a mental history when I’ve never 
been certified insane? Having now to analyse everything in the cold, I can 
hardly distinguish my exciting experiences from my boring ones. I was 
stunned by the blast. Days could have elapsed before my recovery. 

Root-experiences can only be objectively assessed if one accepts being 
embedded in monotony for the duration of the reflective present. I’ve got to 
see things in proportion, take a properly detached look at those foci of 
association, clear away my haze of disruptive responses which I now recall, 
flushing at full pressure. It is hard to remain assured of their concrete reality; 
none of my emotions can register it. Synthesis and cancellation; light and 
dark of the vital shutter; indistinguishable in process. If only I had some 
intermediary other than memory. Any statement I make, however well- 
substantiated, is terrible vulnerable; it need only be dislocated in time to be 
nullified. I’m a terrible vacuum-cleaner bag, clogged with event-particles. 

Yes: there is more than one time-dimension; any event brief in one can be 
convoluted in another. The present is not an attribute. Qualitative change 
cannot annihilate or replace any event. I am still at the tip of 
interconnections ’ iceberg. Even as I ramble on, the idea of precedence still 
holds sway. A docketed universe - is that what I am aiming for? Is the 
supposed freedom of my extra-temporal domain really a crushing 
straitjacket? 

I have dealt with myriad changes, kept on using familiar locutions, both 
broadening them and making them more specific in their utterances. If only 
the boundaries of usage were not as blurred as the greater horizon? 
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In the absence of an addressee, everything I have written has gone out of 
joint. The general vims attack did have a linguistic aspect. Everything I am 
trying to say is my linguistic mechanism’s stmggle to build up antibodies - 
language lesion, I would call it. But I still haven’t overthrown the force of 
habit. Much of the common stock is still there, confusing new use with old. 
How long will this go on? I feel I’ve successfully come to terms with 
myself, the subject of my sentence, and am just starting to struggle with the 
predicate. At least I have broken the hold of superficial consistency. Nothing 
has totally fixed properties. I should be able to reduce one second to a 
countable number of events, cut away all those blurred, confusing 
connections with the last and the next, divide my past shocks into slabs, 
chop them down and up. But I shall not achieve this before I die. 

* * * * 

My statements must outlive the context of their utterance. If they don’t, they 
are as empty as I am and, furthermore, devoid of resonance, being out of any 
other’s earshot, and with my own hearing benumbed. My evidence must 
outlive the case it supports, and stand as a set of permanent maxims, nobody 
likes a favourite assertion to be proved false, to have it retracted and 
replaced. I know that, once made, every statement has existential 
permanence. But that durability must be stamped by the senses. In the 
composite of what is said and recorded, there are intersections and overlaps 
of the new, the old, the careless, the careful, the impulsive, the controlled, 
the instinctual, the corrected. They all need each other for vital counterpoint 
- as light needs shade, as saplings need darkness and burial while reaching 
for the sun. As long as I live, nothing is extraneous, nothing quite 
disconnected. I’ve been trying to play down the contextual factor ... in any 
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obvious sense I’ve managed to distance myself from it. Now I am 
delocalised, free to roll anywhere in the spatial orbit. 

I have not yet managed to disentangle my statements from myself. I really 
should speak consistently in the third person. But if i did that, I would have 
to put a lot of statements into the passive voice, grammatically turn myself 
into a passive subject, when all the time I have been trying to conquer the 
curse of passivity. I should also expunge the words ‘here’ and ‘there’ from 
my vocabulary. In real time, diversity has no demarcation. Now, in body and 
total mind, I am in the dark. 

Have I unwittingly been trying to judge the future, between the lines of what 
I have been writing up to the present? In the face of despair, the illusion of 
living in an everlasting present is most powerful. Have I, blindly and 
blithely, been equating the future with the past, trying to smother their 
struggle for separateness, even as both were uncovered, and both were 
beamed, blended in the shaft of eternity? Causes and explanations can 
always be post-dated. Things past are beyond my pale unless I concede an 
ultimate authority to time. This I refuse to do. I stand firm against that cop- 
out, which would annul all my strivings. It is not my destiny to be the 
shutter. But than, all satisfactory programmes have cancellation codes. My 
struggle for growth seems to have culminated in shrinkage which, indeed, 
may fulfil some higher purpose. 

I have tried to reverse the normal order of events and the transient directions 
of fragile inner logic. My success with these efforts has given me a 
monumental sense of failure, lofty enough to be my temple tower. I am 
delighted; I have shrunk all those oppressive inanimate objects to my own 
proportions. At the end-point of pessimism, I am satisfied - wishing to 
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explain things in terms which lead me back from future revelation, from the 
end-point of a detonation which may not happen. I still have the shortfall of 
the present to contend with, and that is laden with emotion. Living, I accept 
all. But my senses will never tame my being. My being, my wishes and 
hopes are every bit as strong as they are. I see beyond them, look at the 
heavens through them and around them. I shall perpetrate and distribute light 
beyond vision. 

What have I been saying? How will anyone take it? Stock responses to 
sentences are generally found in the utterer’s mind prior to speech or 
writing. It’s the few wrigglers who escape from this net of uniformity who 
are really interesting. Speech structures all transitions. I wish the logic of so 
many situations were not quite so opaque to me, though I must appreciate 
signs of life on finding them. The outlook for the future is phenomenal. The 
fuse is already flickering. 


VII 


The experiences I selected as important - were they just chance encounters 
between genuinely unrelated entities, or was my presence instrumental in the 
composition of each event? Touching, I am touched. Touch is the only sense 
open to absolute reciprocity, when active and passive can be interchanged 
without disjunction. The shocks I suffered would have left no impression on 
me if I could have extricated them from their context in the unknown. 
Without these impressions, much would have been lost. But still, their 
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jostling connexity curtails my forward vision. Though I put vision in its 
place, that still rankles. 

No spatially distanced events can be truly simultaneous. And the time 
relations of events connected only beyond reason have no meaning. I think 
that’s what’s happened to me. Whoever they are, they’ve been batting me 
around their pintable all the way along. I’ve never known what to do about 
indefinable causes. 

Because of my thirst for unique experiences (once slaked), I have been 
imposing phantom deadlines. So my powers of concentration have been 
stretched to near snapping point. I’ve been hacking at indefatigable sinews 
with a blunted machete, as well as being pulled in two directions at once. 

I feel forced to go on deceiving myself. Yesterday, certainly, I had most of 
the presumptions which I have now. I’ve made a lot of mistakes, like 
expecting my attentive acts of apprehension to span eternity. Of necessity, I 
must always be one event behind, and my relentless pursuit of an eternal 
elusive quarry might have caused me brain-damage. I think she’s still here. 
That line about leaving the country was a red herring. The germs of life start 
multiplying again. 

So when and where is memory’s time-fuse ignited? It could be the specious 
present - twelve seconds behind immediacy. This means that, for every 
sentence I utter, I can only make sense of the sentence immediately 
preceding it, and probably, in the process, lose most of its substance. To cap 
it all, the very first one is beyond my memory’s bounds. Still, when reading 
this back, I should focus on the shapes and sounds of each preceding 
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sentence. I should saturate apparent substance with form, flood my moorings 
and float freely in real substance. 

My watch has nearly stopped, but temporal progress grinds inexorably on. 
I’ve been trying to chop it up into manageable pieces. But to my constant 
exasperation, the seams burst, spill the ;pieces and restore the continuum. To 
keep my brain together, I have to take time as being complete. Yet if nothing 
ends, even if infinity is not neatly, it will finally be paralysed. I’ve told 
myself all along that I can induce the paralysis when I will, subject to my 
will alone, keep full records of its congestion. 

I failed: the only congestion is within myself, and that realisation drives me 
bending up the twist. In the course of the attempts, the exterior actions 
related to the functions always reasserted their order, and my chaos. I have 
experienced homogeneity of stimulation, and what does that make me? A 
local, inertial frame within a local, inertial frame? 

* * * * 

The tide of life, overriding the dyke of my wishes, is reversible. It has 
broken with the moon, gone on to something galactic. I hope my thoughts 
and experiences can be reversed too. Of course, the future could just be a 
figment of my imagination. If, therefore, I, in the present, construct a fiction, 
this may create a future to rival any hypothesis ever devised. As a cerebral 
rights campaigner, I have always stressed that mental events cannot finally 
be divorced from physical ones. Physical laws, ultimately, are very poorly 
defined. The contingent present seems independent of them. I am, then, anti- 
deterministic at the risk of being indeterminate. As a total determinist I 
would, in a sense, destroy the future. That term would be allocated to an 
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unknown part of the present, congruent with those parts accessible to my 
senses. The idea of time depends on the existence of at least one incalculable 
element. If only I had died before realising that! Curse the explosion for 
holding back on me! 

The vacuum created my withdrawal from humanity has multiple functions. 
The mental events keep pouring in, tick and fast, mainly because I seemed to 
have run out of them. They are dazzlingly diverse, seeming unrelated to each 
other. 

My watch is blinking; any second now it’ll stop. The hiatus will make think 
again. Then, and only then, can I disregard essentials. I shall be forced 
towards that for which I first strove. I have no more leeway. Am I now 
engaged in confrontation, or merely in diversion? Only posterity can answer 
that question. Perhaps I’m not really staving off the future. I might even 
have dropped off to sleep. Sleep is equivocal - both a withdrawal and a 
storing-up of energy. It is immaterial for me now, whether there was a 
hiatus, even a submergence of my conscious thoughts. At this moment, for 
me, the three tenses are co-present. 

Meanings must be reproduced, preserved and anticipated, however much the 
three processes seem to conflict. But I sold my world to keep everyone else 
safe, and the buyer’s going to claim it with a bang. Before leaving, I’d like 
to straighten out my refracted words, though I may perpetrate a double 
distortion by doing so. According to my ontology, I am an objective surd, 
seething ceaselessly at the world’s centre. Given only another language and 
another culture, I could happily put my mind in a future realm. If only new 
thoughts would emerge on this paper; oh - to be free from substantive 
shackles! Things are moving around me, but something else tells me I’m 
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flicking through static frames. I’d love to make a kaleidoscopic new 
universe out of that window, but am loth to break it any more; it’s ugly 
enough as it is. I’ve got to get between the frames, half way inside the tube, 
but to no avail. I can’t penetrate essential motion. Any second now, I may be 
immobilised. In retrospect, all will be decomposed and recomposed. No act 
is an event until it’s over. I can’t get rid of my brain camera, so I must try 
and abstract it. There is an indefinite number of tasks for me to complete, 
insofar as I set myself no limit. All tasks merit analysis. There’s some 
semantic confusion here - between any and all. The former, indefinite, 
repudiates limits; the latter is positive, total in its embrace and its demands; 
the former is blindly negative. 

k k k k 

My faculties are now revved up. The river has activated the dynamo. 
Subterranean bleeps tell me that each successive problem only takes half as 
much time to resolve as did its predecessor. It would be interesting to know 
how far one can subdivide seconds before going out of time into particles. 
On my calculator, dividing by 2, starting with 1, ends at zero after 25 
subdivisions - going round full circle to the full circle. It would be good if 
the hints were more overt. My progress may accelerate indefinitely. 

The scope has been too narrow. This sophisticated alphabetical juggling 
amounts to no more than ten permutations around the figure 26, one more 
than my numerical maximum of subdivision - going round full circle to the 
full circle. It would be good if the hints were more overt. My progress may 
accelerate indefinitely. 

k k k k 
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Having just enacted a film script, I hope the temperature drops before it 
starts decomposing the film. The cinema is dying, and I have long seen 
myself as its prophylactic prophet. The time which surrounds me is dense, 
opaque when I ache for it to be transparent. Exhaustion sharpens my 
sensitivity to the subinterval. My wish to be the last member of the sequence 
can never be granted, but it is wrong to argue that intervals can go on to 
infinity. I wish I knew more about relation between sub-intervals. Can they 
be true to themselves only when they collapse into each other? What of the 
ever-vexatious point 2? It’s my right-hand extremity. It’s where I am, and 
long to remain, though I would dearly love it to be part of my comfortable 
mobility. After all, it’s the only point of distinction to match my theories. 
Very reassuring. I can extrapolate at least one point from the plethora of 
blunted blades and spikes surrounding me. These can only injure me if I 
want them to, and now I am too weak to use them on others. 

I am a half-open interval, quantum and flow in one. So many gordian knots 
come from trying to perceive the physical, strengthening external pulses, 
making me throb while the inner ones go faint. I am all for dynamic infinity, 
and can still move to emulate it. In the mathematical realm, enumeration and 
subdivision reproduce prime generative operations. Inn the struggle for 
rebirth, their are countless rivals, whose buffetings reverberate on me. My 
moments of awareness seem out of synchronisation with something, but 
what? Unrealised explosions, trying to jump the gun, rest on their 
aftermaths without effort? Colliding police, scurrying for fugitive comfort, in 
the shade of the blind eyes they have turned? 

Those high-pitched sounds, beyond sirens, reaching beyond sense, race 
through my head again. Did they come and go, or could I forget them into 
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nothing? It’s so like my transistor when I am wilfully off the point of the 
station. The real battle is going to start any second. There’s been an awful lot 
of relegation going on inside my head. I have tried to remain selective after 
the usual sets of guidelines were swept from me by agents beyond definition. 

On how many successive nows have hitherto leaned back in comfort? 
Atomicity suggests space. What can have happened to me? One cannot 
necessarily attribute infinity to the spatially dense. I should have got my idea 
of duration from pure mathematics alone, broken my dependence on the 
concrete. (They ’re just clearing a few particulars before the big grilling.) 

In vain did I try to shrink my mental abyss to the proportions of the 
Himalayas. It’s a mistake to play off one bogey of the imagination against 
another. Metrically, my mind has always been capricious. I must progress 
towards some nearer points before I can approach my ultimates. From now 
on there can be no big jumps. I’ve tried to dam the flow of the temporal past, 
divert it from me, hoping that it will gravitate to vital landmarks beyond my 
field of vision, a channel for me to swim along to glory on my own terms. At 
last my thought fatigue is beginning to match my physical exhaustion. Have 
I made non-instants whenever I have blinked? 

The looped, endless star tracks are wearing me out. I can’t find a grain or a 
needle of truth in them - so that could mean I really am an energetic 
neutrino evolved from the proton and neutron state - charges and mass cast 
away. 

This waiting room is like a bubble chamber. I only wish I had some soap 
mixture to complement my thoughts. By becoming over-active, I would split 
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all the protons and neutrons to form a chain of gas-bubbles, looking like a 
star-trek. My mind wobbles through its gyrations. There are two machines, 
each trying to direct me to its desired state of a table, struggling to cancel the 
other’s instructions. I have now congealed from jelly into marble. The table 
is warped; I cannot be properly directed, nor can I rest in the middle until 
totally immobilized. So this circle is aimless, though it may coincide 
spatially with the ends of an ideal direction. 

I run on; my tortoise-rival is invisible. But the gap between us is closing fast. 
Non-coincidences spread before me to infinity. The race will never end. It’s 
just like the snail that never reaches the top of the mine-shaft. Setting myself 
time-limits is no guarantee that anything is going to be completed. Life, of 
course, with a mind of its own, may think otherwise. My words could have 
proliferated as I neared the elusive quantity. This increases, as knowledge; 
but in the face of widening expanses, it shrinks. If distances shrink when 
they are not spliced by pauses, I could, so to speak, be emptying words of 
meaning. But they feel none too buoyant for me, so I’m not worried. As my 
thoughts speed up, the thought-radius of my every repeated word expands 
explosively. I give an extra thought to the words I repeat, for I need firm 
vacua. If a particle is in two places at once, its velocity can increase to 
infinity. Maybe, too, a word can be in two places at once - if it is uttered, 
unthinkingly, at the same time as it is being used, mutely, as a component of 
thought in mid-formation, still unuttered. Mathematical solutions always beg 
questions. 

* * * * 

I have the power of psychokinesis. I’ll put a few shards into my 
kaleidoscope. If I go on much longer, I’ll burst a blood vessel. The static 
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electricity building up in my body could sustain the light, and damn the grid! 
Blues and purples surge inside me. At last I’ve found an inner source of 
energy. I am a surrogate telephone exchange! Invisible singing wires 
bristle from my centre. My bone-marrow is tingling. Dielectric resonators, 
are they? It’s always good for the metabolism to make one’s own 
projections. I’m in a state of spontaneous combustion, and cannot gauge my 
intensity, nor the lethal or healing qualities of the combustion. I want to 
vindicate the laws of science in the realm of the paranormal. They were, and 
are, my spirit level and cannot be tested without a threat to undermine them. 

I’m looking for premonitions, trying to violate causality, aiming particles at 
a target, to see if the target will recoil and scatter its assailants. I have a 
strong sense of dispersal. If what I now register clearly later disappears, I 
can be satisfied that there has been cause and effect. Anything out of 
alignment means that something has been violated. Now I know that I 
haven’t been wasting words - as if I knew the boundary of waste, let alone 
what constitutes a receptacle. 

It could be organic, one alone. Every instant, facing it, I decompose, scatter 
and forget them. Hitherto, they have germinated, unrestricted, growing in 
number and referential power, to saturate my vocabulary receptacle with 
current expressions. Soon that process will be curtailed, so I can at last pick 
my words. 

How far does the zone of my black body radiate, or am I locked inside an 
imperceptible Faraday cage? The bleeps are getting overwhelming. 
Something is going to happen to someone out there, and some emissions 
from me are nourishing the bleeps. I think she’s had second thoughts, been 
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struck my remorse. She’s desperate to call someone from help, and someone 
(unconsciously egged on by me) has cut the telephone wires. 

So it all shrank, concentrated in a little reality which finally touched me, in 
spite of my skills at evasion. It sealed off my escape route into abstraction, 
charred the comforting pages. 

I was so looking forward to that sunrise, but exhaustion cheated me of it. 
Still, it’s much more comfortable than where I was, though it’s unlikely that 
I could have sorted out many ideas with all those bolsters around. The doctor 
was surprised that I showed the symptoms I did with no trace of drugs. I’m a 
living testimony to the power of will and thought (whatever they might be, 
whatever they might be worth). They don’t need to keep me here. As far as 
they are concerned, my condition is satisfactory; but they are in no hurry to 
get rid of me. I can discharge myself at my leisure. 

On my bedside table there is a ream of spidery scrawl. It would take me 
quite a while to decipher and edit it all. Books no longer soothe me; I regret 
that. At last things have come out right. The staff did not find my papers 
disconcerting; they did not even stop to examine them fully. Nor did they 
cross-examine me. While I was conscious, the non-verbal was taken at its 
face-value. I can pop in and see them any time I feel like it. Now I can cope 
better than before, or at least analyse my non-copings more clinically. It’s 
not long before I’11 have to face the exterior vacuum. 

I’ve grown an extra layer of insulating material. I’d like to flatter myself by 
saying it’s copper-plated. That bleak staff room will have tidied up by now. 
Most people like their orderly, predictable lives - but they are also incurable 
gossips, ravenous for any likely material that may come their way. Having 
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been preoccupied for so long with the former, I am happy to contribute to 
the latter. How many ages of history, how many strata of society have I 
penetrated? How much have I absorbed? So many environments feel like 
serving time, undergoing sentences. 

It’s late afternoon. The sun is going down, as it was when my denial of 
reverie began. I’ll have to start making star-tracks homeward. It will be nice 
to go back to those padded bookshelves, and the telephone too: I won’t feel 
so dependent on inner signals. The hours and minutes seem to have come 
out of the abstract again, The clock on the wall is probably right. I’ll get a 
new battery for my watch. 

I did get a taste of day and night breaking out of their diurnal segregation, 
but now I am a mere shadow, and someone may have recognised me as 
such. All catastrophes have tranquility embedded in them - that much, at the 
very least, I have learnt. I’ll have to cross-reference everything I’ve written. 
That linking, relating process may neutralise me, void me of meaning, get 
me back to hollowness. I had all my hopes broadcast into the bottomless 
void. When I thought I was examining the black velvet, was I really seeing 
black shards, dimly visible? 

The clouds above me form a patchwork of blurring and clarity. 
Constellations may profit by punctuation. I don’t feel much the worse for 
wear. I know all those segments of life have been parted and stretched for 
some special soul. Once I have registered my black mark on the world, made 
my incision into its crust, I shall rest contented as a nonentity. 

I could turn over a new leaf, though it may be my last. These images are a 
life’s work, their completion a mortal definition. My handwriting in those 
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notes looks really odd - those bizarre loops, so shifting, and the constant pull 
of the backhand; I can hardly recognise it as mine. I wonder whether there 
really was any radiation from the walls of that room. 

There’s nothing like transforming an interior decor for clearing one’s head. 
With the possible aid of sheer absent-mindedness, I have created a new 
Tower of Babel, worked general destruction into my own creative process. 
Most of my professor’s vital source material must have been lost. Poor 
bloke: he’ll have to come to terms with my shrink. Pity about the books, 
though. I wonder if she was on the airliner . . . now verbal accounts and 
statistics are all one, numerical and alphabetical particles are sucked through 
a planetary vacuum tube to another black hole. The tunnel, apparently, was 
approached from both ends, so there was no escape. Not that escape is 
always desirable. Clanging doors in icy corridors do broaden some vistas. 
They put me inside a sonic device, developed me as an activator. Partial 
electrocution clinches that point for me. 

The wavelength must have been at least 1 cm. Did I consciously select it, or 
was I pushed along a beam? When I was there, I certainly broke a few 
habits; it was one of the most complete non-environments I ever 
encountered, bar being constantly in transit. 

This hospital is dying; its inmates are gradually deserting it. The placards 
had some substance after all. The street is pretty nondescript; the paving 
stones are set unevenly - plenty of cracks and moss. It’s quite busy too; 
everyone’s coming home from work now. They’ve all got vacant 
expressions on their faces. I wonder if they’ve been suffering ordeals like 
mine, or whether they’re at last feeling the wear and tear of a lifetime of 
evasion. Although I have no mirror at hand, I must look as they do. I might 
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be feeling the same way, or exactly the opposite. They’re all about my age, 
both coming from and going to - from the dynamic to the static, from the 
spacious to the enclosed, from the bare to the thickly padded. Apart from a 
few blessed nocturnals, all their potential reflections will have been 
submerged through their recumbent transit nights. 

My home is neither good nor bad, neither comfortable nor uncomfortable. 
For the time being, I have no pressing commitments - plenty of elbow-room 
for reflections on reflections. My protective membrane is almost healed 
now. I can count on the law of diminishing probability as a safeguard against 
disruptions. In the course of what happened, I was satisfied; I can’t 
complain. 

One repeated, unrepeatable experience can reverberate through a lifetime - 
be life’s bomb, life’s quarry-charge. Attempts to reiterate it merely dull it 
primal intensity, which is better reflected in memory. An excess of 
experience, in sum, is the same as no experience at all. So if, from now on, 
people come and accuse me of not having lived, I can always give them that 
reply. And whenever experience is extended in time, or distributed out of 
nuclear concentration, it will, in cosmic terms, be toned down, absorbed. I 
find many accounts of the peaks of human achievement utterly ordinary to 
read. In the main, I only respond to them out of a vague sense of duty. The 
perpetrators’ actions generally nullify their personalities. So I have isolated 
and magnified the commonplace, the predominantly overlooked. 

I can’t decipher any of their conversation, but I can tell what they are 
referring to ... I would wish no accidents on any of them. Compassion 
apart, such mishaps never broaden the outlook. I could have half-willed 
myself into an accident, but that would have been too simple, too 
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comfortable a tiding-over for me - a carton of mental and emotional junk- 
food, no more. The street is strewn with litter; the receptacles are full to 
overflowing. This stretch is like where I was before, where the cleaners were 
not over-fussy. 

This banal fact means something bigger. Those thrown-out papers, beneath 
the dignity of rags, rotted by ash, slime and stale liquor, crying for cleansing 
bleach or flames, are all impregnated with cells of the ultimate wisdom. My 
thoughts; my life’s work, could end up in a similar condition - once they 
have been inwardly digested. I’d like to turn my home into a museum or a 
reference library. But the damage is done, and the comforts of rebuilding 
will not be felt for quite a while . . . 

It’s wrong to lean too heavily on towering edifices - be they verbal, 
architectural or electronic. I’ve got to get my eyes tested in a couple of days 
- written thoughts are getting hopelessly blurred. I’m also due for another 
visit to the dentist’s; something will get into my teeth so that I can get my 
teeth into things. Many people bite harder when they get their gold fillings. I 
always find it hard to keep my mouth wide open all through the operation. 

(It’s all for the best. At the pre-injection moment of truth, I am the surgeon 
and the needle; my gums are swollen, diseased humanity. If only I could 
have experienced, just once, a real abscess right on top of my toothache’s 
source. Only then could I have a totality of sensation - soothing pus-release 
and nerve-stealing, capped by a frozen solar space. I still feel her, muscle 
and bone, flesh and energy, parallel, oblique, opposed to me - good job the 
tangible tokens of love-bites were avoided. I’m sure some psychopath tried 
to carve her up, but was cut down in the attempt. One can always dream of 
doing calcium restoration work and capping turrets on an ideal partners.) 
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The aftermath of my typhus-jab was a real let-down, gave me more kicks 
than a narrowly-averted street accident; no vision at all. 

I can still dream of attaining escape velocity and expand enough to assert my 
true planetary distance, and |I wish good luck to anyone making a parallel 
attempt. 

The End 
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